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THE FIRST ACT 

scej^e drawimj-room^ ihc<yi*ated^aiid furnished 
in ike French style. In ih 9 %all opposite the 
spectator tim'e is a doo 7 \ the upper part of which 
is glazed A silk curtain hangs across the glazed 
panels^ hut above the curtain there is ermew of the 
con'idor beyond. The Jirephice^ where a yughijire 
is burning^ is in the ticdl on the rigfrl. There is a 
door on the further side of the fireplace^ another on 
* the nearer side. Both these doors are supposed to 
had to a second drawing-rooin. 

On either side of the firejdace there is an arm- 
chair j and on the further side, standing out in the 
roam, is a settee. Some illustrated pa2)er6 if the 
popular sort are lying upomthe ai'm chaer next to 
the settee. Behind the settee are an oblong table 
and a chair. In the middle of the ro§m, on the 
left^of the settee and facing the fire, is another arm- 
chair ; and rm the left of the arm-chair on the 
nsa/rer side of the fireplace there is a fauteml- stool. 
A writing-table, with a chair before it, stands on 
the left-hand side of tfie room, and among the 
objects on the writing-table are a hand-minor and, 
some plwiographs in frames. Other 2deceH of 
furniture, of a more formal kind than those 
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ahrmdy specified , fdl spaces against the waUs, Ons 
of these, on the left of the glazed door^ is a second 
settee. 

The room is lighied only hy the blaze oj the fire^ 
and the corridor* also is in semi-darkness, 

{Note : Throughout, ** right anrl “ left ” are the 
spectators' right and left, not the actors,) 

The coi'i'idor is suddenly lighted up. Then Warren 
entei at the glazed door and switches on the light 
in the roon\ lie is followed hy Mrs. PijrpoIxiIT, 
a pleasantdooking , middle-aged lady, and by 
Ethel, a pretty girlof ftve~anddwenty, 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

\To the servant,^ You are sure Mrs. Blundell will 
be in soon ? 

Warren. 

iSlie said half-past four, ma’am. 

Mrs. PiEitPoiNT. 

J t’s that now, isn’t it I 

Warren. 

Just upon, ma’am. 

' [Warren withdraws, closing the door, 
Ethel. 

What beautiful rooms these are ! 


Money ! 


Mrs. Piebpoint. 
Ethel. 


I always feel I’m in Paris when I’m here, in some 
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smart house in the Champs-Elys^es — not at Lauouster 
Gate. What ia Mr. Blundell, mother ? 


A stockbroker. 
Stockbeoker ? 


Mrs. PiERPOiNT, 
Ethel. 

Mrs. Pibrpoint. 


Blundell — somothing-or-other — and Mott«<iin . 
go§s to the Uky every morning? 


He 


Ethel. 

I know that. But I’ve never heard htui, or Zoe, 
mention the Stock Exchange. 


Mrs, Pierpoint. 

[Sitting on the settee hy tJie fireplcvseJ] Prosperous 
stockbrokers and their wives — those who move in a 
decent set — don't mention the Stock Exchange. 

Ethel. 

Then that nice person, Mr. Mottram, is a stock- 
bix)ker too ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Of course, dear. ^He’s the “ Mottram ’* of the firm. 

Ethel. 

And he^a the son of a peer. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Peers’ sons are common enough in the City nowa- 
days — and peers, for that matter. 
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Etbel. 

[Moving to the fireplace and warming her hrnide^ 
Zoo is a doctor’s daughter. 

Mrs. Pibrpoint. 

lias she given you leave to call her Zoe ? 

I 

( Etheu 

Yes, lust week — asked me to, I’m so glad ; I’ve 
taken such a lifcing tb her. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

She wal, a Miss Tucker. Her father practised in 
New (j^yendibh Street. He was a great gout man. 

c 

Ethel. 

You are full of information, mother. 


Mrs. Pierpoint, 

Emma Lawton was giving mo the whole history of 
the Blundells at lunch to-day. She has money, of her 
own, ‘ 

Ethel, 

Zoe? ^ 

Mrs. PiKiiPoiNj’, 

Dr, Tucker left sixty or seventy thousand pounds, and 
she came in for it all. But they’d got on before then. 


Ethel. 

H’m ! There are stockbrokers and stockbrokers, 1 
suppose 
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Mbs. PiERPoiNT. 

Straight and crooked, as in every other business or 
prSfession. 

• Ethel. 

1 do think, though, that a girl in Zoe’s position 
might have cliosen somebody slightly more refined 
than Mr .•Blundell. 


Mrs. Pibrpoint. 

Whales j^rftig with him? Hfe’s exj^remely amiable 
and inoffensive. 

Ethel. 

Amiable I 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 
He strikes me as being so 


Ethel. 

I don’t cjill it particularly amiable or inoffensive in 
a husband to be as snappy with his wife as he is with 
Zoe. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. . 

Snappy ? 

Ethel. 

Irritable — ^impatient. 


Stns. Pierpoint. 

Oh, I daresay there’s an excellent understanding 
between them. They’ve been married a good many 
yeai-s. 

Ethel. 

Thirteen, she’s told me. 
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Mrs. Pierp^nt, 

Married people are allowed to be out of humour 
with each other occasionally. 


Ethel. 

A considerable allowance must be made for Mr. 
Blundell, I’m afraid. ^ 

. Mrs. Pierpoint. 

You’re ».pre^ud iced, Ethel. I’ve seen her just as 
snappy, as you i^i*m i^, with him. ^ 

Ethel. 

You can’f blame her, if she’s provoked. 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Nor him, if he’s provoked. The argument cuts 
both ways 

Ethel. 

[Liste7iin(j.\ 8ssh ! 


ZoE, a charming, animated, hrighl-eyed vmman, 
wearing her ha{ and some costly furs, enters 
quickly at the glazed door. 


ZoE. 


Delightful ! ^ 

Mrs. Pierpoint, 

[RiBing,'] Your servant insisted on our coming up. 


ZoE. 

[Shaking hands with Mrs. Pieiipoint.] If he hadn’t, 
I’d have wrung his neck. [Kissing Ethel.] How are 
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you, dear? \Sirvp^rJ^ off her gloves,^ The weather! 
Isn’t it filthy ! Do you remember what the sun’s like ? 
I had the blinds drawn all over the house at eleven 
o'Aock this morning. What’s the good of trying to 
make-believe it’s day? [Taking off Imr coat,] Do sit 
down. Ugh! Why is it that more people commit 
suicide in summer than in winter ? 

# 

Mrs. Fierpoint. • 

[Reeitminq her seat on the settee hy thewfire,^ Do 
tlomyl 

Ethel. 

[Sitting \t,pon the fauteuil -stool, ^ Why, yes, motiicr ; 
what-do-you-call-them ? — statistics — provif it. 


ZoE. 

[Throwing her coat and gloves upon the settee at the 
hack and unpinning her hat, | You’ll see, when I put 
an end to myself, it will be in the winter time. 


My dear ! 
Zoe! 


Mrs. Fierpoint, 
Ethel. • 
Mrs. Fierpoint. 


If you are in this frame of mind, why don’t you 
pack your trunks and fly ? " 


Fly? 

Idother means cut it, 


Zoe. 

Ethel. 
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Ethel I 


MJD-CHANNEL 
Mrs. PiERPOikT. 

ZOE 


[Tossing her hat on to the settee and taking up ike 
hand'miiTor from the yyriting-tahle and adjusting heft 
hair,'\ Don^t scold her, she picks up her slaug from 
me. 

Ethel. 

Evil communications—' — ! 


I mean, 
Egypt 


Mr 4. PlERPOINT. 

go abroad for a couple of months — 
Etuel. 


Mother, hojiv horrid of yo\i 1 I should miss her 
terribly. 

Mrs. PlERPOINT. 


Cai ro— Assouan 

ZoE. 

[Looking into the hand-glass steadilg.] That’s funny ; 
I have been thinking lately of “ cutting it.” 

Mr 5. PlERPOINT. 


But I suppose it would have to be without your busy 
husband. 

Zoe. 

[Re})lcuying the mirr(rt\] Yes, it would be without 
Theo. [Turning to Mrs. Pibbpoint and Ethel and 
rattling on again.] Well I How have you been amus- 
ing yourselves? You wretches, you haven’t been near 
me since Monday, either of you. Done anything — 
seen anything ? 
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Nothing. 

Mrs. Pikrpoint. 

\To *ZoB.] If i/ou*r6 under the weather, there's some 
excuse for me. 

ZoE. 

[Waiting about restlessly. ‘\ Oh, but I will keep 
moving, though the heavens fall. I've been to tiie 
theatre every night this week, and supped^out after- 
\fardsii Th'Sy've opened such It ripping restaurant in 
Jermyn Street. [Pansing.'] You haven’t seen the new 
play at the St. Martin’s, tlien ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

No. 

Ethel. 

I Vant to, badly. 

ZOB. 

I'll take you. We’ll make up a party. [SanhUiny 
a memorandum at the vnniing-tahle.\ I’ll tell Lenny 
Ferris to get seats. 

Ethel.* 

Good business ! 

• Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Ethel ! 

ZOE. 

» 

It's all about children — kiddies. There are the 
sweetest little tots in it. Two especially— a tiny, 
round-eyed boy and a mite of a girl with straw- 
coloured hair — you feel you must clamber on to the 
stage and hug them. You feel you must I 
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Mrs. PierpoKtt. 


Aren’t there any grown-ups ? 


ZOE. 

\pro]}ping into the arm-chair facing the fire*] Oh, 
yes, they bore me. 

Ethel. 

J was reading the story to you, mother 

• ZOE, 

The story’s no account — it’s the kiddies. The man 
who wrote the thing must be awfully fond of children. 
1 wonder whither he has any little ’uns. If he hasn’t, 
it’s of no consequence to him ; he can imagine them. 
What a |511y g'ft ! Fancy ! To have the power of 
imagining children — bringing them to life I J ust by 
shutting the door, and sitting down at your writing- 
table, and saying to your brain, “ Now then ! I’m 

ready for them ! ” \Breaking ofi\\ Ring the bell, 

Ethel. [Ethel rises, and, going to the fireplace, rings 
the bell. | Let’s have tea. 

< 

Mrs. PiEiiPoiNT. 

I’m afrai^ we can’t stay for tea. I’ve promised 
to be at old Miss Freeman tie’s at hve o'clock. 
Ethel 

Ethel. 

Yes, mother 

Mrs. PiERPOiNT 

Go downstairs for a few minutes. I want a little 
private conversation with Mrs. Blundell. 
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Ethel. 

\Surpn8ed.'\ Private converFiatioii ! 


Mrs. PiBiiPOiNT. 

If she won’t think me too troublesome. 
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ZOE. 

[Riaiiig and opening the nearer door on the right — to 
Ethel.] Come in here. There’s a lovely lire, \3i8- 
(^peainng^^VW switch the ligj[,it on. “ 

Ethel. 

yFolloxvmg Zoe — at the dom\\ What^ is it fibout, 
mother ? 

Mrs. Pibrpoint. 

[liising.] Now, don’t be inquisitive, Ethel. 


Zoe. 

[/Vow the adjoining roornj] Come along ! 

[Ethel goes into the nrct room, Warren 
enters at the glazed door, 

o 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[2\)^Warren,] Mrs. Blundell rang for^ea. 
Warren. 

Very good, ma’am. 

[Warren withdraws as Zob returns. 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 
We sha’n’t be heard ? 
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ZoE. 

[Closing the door,^ No. 

Mrs. PiERPOiNT, 

It’s really most improper of me to bother you in 
this way. 

ZoB. 

\Adoancing to Mus. Pieupoint.] Can I be of any 
use to you \ 

• ^MrS. •PlEHPOINT. 

Well, yes, you can. You can give me — what shall 

I call it ? — a hint 

\ ZoE. 

[Sitting^ii the fauteuil-stooL'\ A hint? 

€ 

Mrs, PiERPOiNT. 

On a subject that concerns Ethel. [Sitting in the 
chair facing th^ fire.] We’re quite new friends of yours, 
dear Mrs. Blundell— -is it six weeks since we dined at 
the Darrells’ ? 

ZoE. 

There or thereabouts! 

Mrs. PiBRPOiNT. 

A fortnight or so before Christmas,^asn’t it ? But 
my girl has formed a great attachment to you, and I 
fancy you are inclined to be interested in her. 


ZoE. 

Rather 1 She and I are going to be tremendous 
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Mns. PiBRPOINT. 

That*8 splendid. Now, don’t laugh at me for my 
dztreme cautiousness, if you can help it. 

ZoE. 

Cautiousness t 

MUS. PlKJlPOINT. 

Tell me — as one woman to another — do you consider 
it advisable for Ethel to see so much of Mr. Ferris*? 

Z0E.i 

AdviSEible ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Oh, I’ve no doubt he's a highly respjjptable young 
man, as young men go — I’m not implying anything 
to the contrary 

ZoE. 

Is she seeing much of Mr. Ferris ^ 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

She meets him here. 

ZOE. 

Ah, yes. 

Mrs, PiERfoiNT. 

And he has suddenly taken to dropping in to tea 
with \is pretty regularly ; and twice this week — twice — 
he has sent her s<}me magnificent flowers — magnificent. 

ZoE, 

Dear old Lenny ! 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

There’s something in his manner, too — one can’t 
desciibe it— 
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ZOE. 

[A little ruefully J] Ha ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs, Pierpoint. 

I am amusing you. 

ZoE. 

JN^o, no. I beg your pardon. [Hiaiiig and going to 
the /re.] Somehow IVe never pictured Lenny with a 
wife. 

^Mrs. Pierpoint. 

It may be only an excess of politeness on his part ; 
there mayn’i be the least foundation for my sus- 
picions. 

ZoE. 

1 suppose every married woman believes that her 
bachelor chums will remain bachelors. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

And pray, dear Mrs. Blundell, don’t take me for 
a match-ma^ng mother. I’ve no desire to lose my 
girl yet awhile, T assuA you. But I want to know, 
naturally — ^it’s my duty to know— exactly who and 
what are tha men who come into my drawing-i;pom. 

ZoE. 

Why, naturally* 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 

And it occurred to me that, as we made Mr. Ferris’s 
acquaintance in your house, you wouldn’t object to 
giving me, as I put it, the merest hint— 
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Z0£. 

^ Ethel — what about her ? Does she like him 'if * 
Mbs. Pibbpoint. 

It’s evident she doesn’t dislike him. But she’s 
not a girl who would bo in a hurry to confide in any- 
body ovtr a love affair, not even in her mother. True, 
there may he nothing to confide, in the present case. 
I repeat, I may be altogether mistaken. At the 
same time—* — 

' ZOE. 

You wish me to advise you as to whether Lenny 
Ferris should be encouraged. 


Mbs. Pierpoint. 

Whether he should be cold-shouldered — I prefer 
that expression. 

ZoE. 

Very well ; I’ll furnish you with his character, dear 
Mrs. Pierpoint, with pleasure. 

Leonard Ferris, a freah^ hoyi^ young many eni&ra at 
the glazed dooVy with the air of one who is at home. 


Hallo! 


Leonard. 

ZoE. 


\JuBt aa careleaaly,'] Hallo, Lenl 


Leonard. 

[Shaking hands with Mrs. Pierpoint.J How d’ye 
do ? How’s Miss Ethel ? 
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Mbs. Pierpoint. 

[Inclining her Aeod.] Thank you 

Leonard. 

[liubblng his hands together Here's a day ! 

ZoE. 

‘ [Taking his hand,'] Your hands are frozen. 

, ^ Leonard. 

[Going to the JweJ] I drove my car up here. 

ZoE. 

You’iv crazy. [Sitting on the settee by the fire,'] You 
never rang me up this morning, to ask if 1 was tiied. 

Leonard. 

Wire was engaged. First-rate night, last night. 
ZoE. 

[Langnidly,] The summit. Lenny 

< Leonard. 

Eh? 

ZOE. 

Mrs. Pierpoint and I are talking secrets. Go into 
the next room for a second. 

Leonard. 

Sha'n't, if there isn't a fire. 
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^ ZOB. 

Of course there's a fire. Things ain’t so bad in the 
Oity as all that. 

Leonard. 

[At tlie nearer door on the HghL\ Any tea ? 

ZOE. 

By -and -by. You’ll find somebody in there you 
know. ^ ^ • 

Leonard. 

[Going into the room,] Who '? 

ZoE. 

[Codling (ynt] Shut the door, [llie dbor is closed,] 
Talk of the ! 

' MUS. PlEHPOINT. 

Bless me, I hope not ! 


ZoB. 

No, I shouldn’t turn him in 4here at this moment 
if he wasn’t what he is — the dearest boy in the world 
— should I ? 

* Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Boy ? • 

ZoE. 

*• 

He’s thirty-two. A man of two-and -thirty is a 
boy to a woman of — to an old married woman. He’s 
the simplest, wholesomest, best-natured fellow living. 
If you had him for a son-in-law, you’d be lucky. 
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Mbs. Pierpoint. 

It\s a relief to me, at any rate 

ZoE. 

^ And I should lose one of my tame robins. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Tame robins ? 

ZoE. 

[Rising and ' go^ng over to the writing-table and 
taking vp tv)0 of the photographs?^ I always have his 
photo on njy table — his and Peter Mottram’s. Peter 
Mottram is my husband’s partner — you’ve met him 
here. J^^call them my tame robins. They come and 
eat crumbs ofi my window-sill. I’ve no end of tame 
robins — men chums — but these two are my specials. 
[lleplacing the photographs,^ Well ! If Lenny ever 
goes, J shall have to promote Harry Eetridge or Jim 
Mallandain or Oossy Rawlings. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[Who has risen and}bllotved ZoE to the ivritingdable,] 
But why should Mr. Ferris ever “ go ” completely ? 

ZoE. , 

[Smiling,] Oh, when a robm marries, Jenny doesn’t 
share him with another wren. Not much ! 

Warren enters at the glazed door with a female 
servant. They carry in the tea and lay it upon 
the table behind the settee by the fire^ 
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ZOE. 

[After glancing at the servants — dropping htr vo/ce.] 
I*(i better finish drawing up the prospectus, while I'm 
at it, 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Prospectus ? 

^ ZoE. 

He's got two thousand a year. Both his people 
are dead. There’s an aunt in the country who may 
lefyre hm a fcit extra ; but she's a car^ankerous old 
cat and, in my opinion, chanty'U Ifave every soii» 
Still, two thousand a year 

Mrs. Pierpoint, 

I oughtn't to hear any more. But you^under- 

stand, don't you ? • 

ZoE. 

Perfectly. And ho lives in a comfy littly flat 
behind the Albert Hall and is mad on motor-cars. 
He’s invented a wonderful wheel which is to give the 
knock to pneumatics. If anything will bring him to 
ruin, that will. [Walking away towards the tea-table 
laughingly.^ There I • 

Warren. 

Tea i^ served, ma'am* 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[To ZoE, who returns to her.'] I'm exceedingly obliged 
to you. You won’t breathe a word to Ethel ? 

ZoE. 

Not a syllable. It would break my heart, but I 
hope it'll come ofl^', for her sake. 
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Mrs. PiEiiPOiNT. 

She’s a sweet, sensible child. 

ZoE. 

And as for him, I’ll tell you this for your comfort 
— I’m honestly ceitain that Lenny Ferris would be 
the sort of husband that lasts. 

" Mrs. Pibrpoint. 

That htsts I What do you mean ? 

ti , 

ZOE. 

Oh — nevermind. [Gaily. ^ Tea! [The servants have 
unthdrawn. She runs across to the fxirther door on the 
right, o'pem it, and calls. \ Tea I \Seating herself at the 
tea-tahU ] Aru you firm about going on ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

It’s liizzie Fremantle’s birthday. She’s Ethel’s 
godmother. [To Ethel, icho enters iciih Leonard.] 
Are you ready, Ethel ? 

Ethel. 

[To Mrs. Pierpoint.] Must we ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Now, my dear ! 

ZOB. 

[To Leonard.] Lenny, you’ve got to get tickets for 
the St. Martin’s and take the whole crowd of us. 

Leonard, 

[With a my /ace.] That kids’ play again ! 
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ZOE. 

Very well; Peter will do it. 


Leonard. 

No, no ; right you are. 


1 stand. 
•Rotf 


ZOE. 

Leonarj^ 

ZOE. 


Then Peter has the job. [7(0 ilie ladies We’ll ask 
Peter Mottram to be one of us anyhow. 


Leonard 

The supper’s mine, then. 


ZoE. 

Anything for peace. [Shahing hands with Mrs. 
Pierpoint, who comes to he7\] Monday night ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

You’Pe a great deal too good. 

[Leonarp has opened the glazed door ami 
is now in the corridor, Mrs. Pierpoint 
pins him. 


Leonard. 

[To Mrs. Pierpoint, as they di 8 ap 2 )ear.] Got a 
vehicle ? 
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Mrs.. PiERPOiNT. 

My venerable four-wheeler — ^the oldest friend I 
have in London 

Ethel. 

\To ZoE, who risea.l What did motherhave to say 
to you so mysteriously ? 

ZoE. 

Er — she wants me to consult Theo about something. 

C* 

Ethel. 

Her railway shares ? 

ZoE. 

[Nodding,’] Il’m. 

^ Ethel, 

[Satisfied,] Oh ! Good-bye. 

ZoE. 

When are we to have a nice long jaw together — 
just you and I ? 

Ethel. 

Mother won’t let we out alone in these fogs. 

ZoB. 

Fog or no fog, try and shunt her to-morrow. 
Ethel. 

I’ll do my best. 

ZoE. 

1*11 be in all the morning. [They turn their heads 
tovjards the door, listening] Lenny’s whistling for 
you. 
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Ethel. 
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Mother 1 

[They kiss affectionately and Ethel hurries 
away. ZoE resfumes her seat at the tea-^ 
table and pours out tea. Presently 
Leonard returns and^ after closing the 
door^ comes to her, 

Leonard. • 

^ [Ch^rfidl^^ It*8 beginnir^ to sleet now, 'Pon 

my soul ! [She hands him a auj^of tea in silence, 

lie looks at her inquiringly,^ Anything wrong, Zoe 

ZoE. 

[With an air of indifference,] No. 

Leonard. 

Positive ? 

Zoe. 

[In the same toncj offering him a plate of bread-and- 
butter.] Quite. 

Leonard. 

[Taking a slice,] Thought there^d been another row, 
perhaps, 

• Zoe. 

[Putting the pfate of bread-and-butter aside and 
taking up her cup and sam^er.] Hell of a row last 
night. 

Leonard. 

Last night ? 

Zoe. 


This morning, rather. 
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Leonard. 

When you came home ? 

ZoE. 

\Sippw(j her tea.] After you and Peter biought me 
home. 

Leonard. 

. What over ? 

, ZoE, 

Nothing. 

Leonard. 

[Drmkwg.] Must have been over something. 

ZoE. 

Oh, some trifle — as usual. 

Leonard. 

Too bad of Theo — damned sight too bad. 

ZoE. 

I dare say it was as^much my fault as his 
Leonard. 

[Ilotli /.] ' It's a cursed shame ! 

ZoE. 

Drop it, Len. [Handing him a dish of oahes^ 
Cake? 

Leonard. 

[Putting his empty cup down before her and taking a 
cal'e.] Ta. 
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ZoE. 

[Pouring cut a7iother cup of tea for Am.] First time 
youVe drunk tea with me this week. Honoured ! 

Leonakd. 

Sorry. 

• ZoE. 

M^es — [giving him his tecL\ sorry that Mrs. 
Pierpoint and Ethel can’t receive you this afternoon. 

Leonard. 

[After a pauae^ uncomfortably Mrs. Pierpoint 
been telling you anything about me ? • 

ZOE. 

Mentioned that you frequently turn up in Sloane 
Street at tea-time. 


Leonard. 

There’s a man down that way who’s frightfully 
gone on my wheel. 

ZoE. • 

[Drinking,'] Indeed? 

Leonard. 

My great difficftlty, you know, is to get it on to the 
market. 

ZOE. 

India-rubber people opposing you, I expect. 
Leonard. 


Tooth and nail. 
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ZOE. 

[Nihhling a cakeJ] And the man who lives Sloane 
Street way ? 

Leonard. 

Very influential chap. 


ZoE. 

. Capitalist ? 

. Leonard. 

Millionaire. * 

ZoE. 

H'm I And when you’re down Sloane Street way, 
do you take your flowers to Miss Fierpoint, or does 
your florist send them ? 

\Agiiin there is silence. He lays his <mp 
down^ leaves her sule, and produces his 
cigarette-case. Sticking a cigarette he- 
tioeen his lips, he is about to close the 
case when she rises and takes a cigarette 
from She moves to the fireplace, 

lighting her cigarette with a match from 
a box attached to a gold chatelaine hang- 
ing from her waist. He seats himself in 
the chair facing the fire and lights his own 
^ cigarette, 

I 

Leonard. 

[Moodily,'] I don’t want to marry, Zoe. 

ZoE. 

'rhere’s no reason why you shouldn’t, if you feel 
disposed to ; but you needn't be a sneak about it. 
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Leonard. 

The aunt’s pitching into me again like billy-oh. 
High time I settled down-r-high time I became a 
reputable member of society ! I ask you, what the 
deuce have I ever done that’s particularly disreput- 
able ? Then come two verses of Scripture— 

ZoE. . 

[Advmcing to him.'\ She hasn’t ordered you to be 
\inderiandeJ with your best Mends^F assume? 

Leonard. 

I’m not underhanded. 


ZoE. 

- Why this concealment, then ? 

Leonard. 

There’s no concealment ; there’s nothing to conceal ; 
I give you my word there isn’t. I — I haven’t mode 
up my mind one way or the other. 

ZoE. 

\\Yi!thmnglyJ] You’re weighing the question ! 

Leonard. % 

Very well ; I’m weighing it, if you like. [Flinging 
the end of hie match into the fireplace amd jumping up,'\ 
Confound it all ! Mayn’t a man send a basket or two 
of rotten flowers to a girl without having hid special 
licence bought for him by meddling people ? 
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ZoE. 

Thank you, 

Leonard. 

I don't mean you, Zoe. You know I don't mean 
you. [PtJUiing the room.] Ethel — Miss Pierpoint — is 
a charming girl, but I'm no more in love with her than 
I am with my old hat. , 

ZoE. 

i 

Then you oughtn’t to pay her marked attention. 

*' - Leonard. 

I’m not paying her marked attention. [ZoE shrugs 
her shoulcle7\^.\ If Mrs. Pierpoint says I've been making 
love to her daughter 

% 

ZOE. 

She has said nothing of the kind. 

Leonard. 

[Sittmg in the chair before the u'riting-iahle^ in a hujf.] 
That’s all right. Pity she can't hold her tongue over 
trifles. ^ 

[I'here is another pause. Then, partly kned^ 
^ ing ujwn the chair in the middle of the 
room^ and resting her elbmv on thS back of 
it, Zoe sofieiis^ • 

Zoe. 

[Making rings with her cigarette smoke^ Don’t be 
wild, Len. I was only vexed with you for not con- 
sulting me. It would hurt my feelings dreadfully if 
you got engaged to anybody on the dy« Len — \He 
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turns to her, but with his head do%mJ\ She is a charm- 
ing girl. I’m not surprised at your being spoons on 
her. If I were a man, she’s just the soit of girl Fd 
marry, if I were on the look-out for a wife. 

Lkonard. 

\Tn a low voiceJ\ Perhaps I have made myself a bit 
of an as# over her, Zoe. Icmghs lightly. He raises 

his eyes,'\ Zoe * 

Zoe. 

•Weiy 

Leonard. 

[Gg^zing at Zoe.] Do you know that she I'eniinds me 
very often of you ? 

ZoE. ^ 

She! I’m old enough to be her grandmother. 

Leonard. 

• Oh, hang that ! She’s got hold of a lot of your odd 
little tricks — a lot of ’em. 

ZoE. 

She’s been with me a goodish^deal lately, 

Leonard. 

That’s it ; and she has the most enormous admira- 
tion for you — enoilnous. 

ZOE. 

She’s a dear. 

Leonard. 

[Gently hitting his knee with his fisLl I’ve thought 
of all that when I’ve been worrying it out in my mind. 



30 


MID-CHANNEL 
ZoE. 

Thought of all what ? 

Leonard. 

That you’d always be pals, you two — close pals. 

ZOE. 

If she became Mrs. Lenny ? 

1 EONARD. , 

[A^odding,] And f,o, if 1 did screw myself up to — to 
speaking to lier, it wouldn't make the least diflerence 
to our frionJship— yours and mine. 

^ ZoE. 

No difference ! 

Leonard. 

I should still be your tame robin. 

ZoE. 

Ah, no ; don’t make that mistake, Len. 

Leonard, 

Mistake ? 

' ZoE. 

[S/iaking her head,'\ It never i/orks. IVe seen 
similar cases over and over again. There’s any amount « 
of gush at the start, between the young wife and the r 
husband’s women-pals; but the end is always the 
same. 


The end ? 


Leonard. 
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ZoE. 

Gradually the wife draws the husband away. She 
manages it somehow. We have a gift for it. I did 
it myself when I married Theo. 

Leonard. 

[Rising and walking about ] If I believed what you 
say, Zoe, I’d never size*up agirl with a view to marry^- 
ing as long as I livp. 

Zoe. 

[Teasingly,'] You’re a vain creature.’ I’ve plenty of 
other boys, Len, to fill your place. 

Leonard. I 

[Kot heeding her.'\ If things were smooths? with 
you and Theo, one mightn’t hesitate half as much. 

Zoe. 

There’s Peter Mottram, Gus Iledmont, Harry 
Estiidge, Claud Lo wen stein 


Leonard. » 

As it is— Great Scot ! — I’m a brute even to think 
of taking the risk. 

Zoe. 

Oossy Rawlings, Jim Mallandain, Robby Relf - 

Leonard. 

[Stopping in his walk,'] Yes, but my friendship’s 
more to you than the friendship of most of those other 
fellows, 1 should hope. 
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ZoE. 

[^{aking a grimace at Atm.] Not a scrap. 

Leonard. 

[/Ttfi brow darkening You told me once I was 
your favourite. 

ZoE. 

My chaff ; I’ve no favourite. 

I,EONARD. 

[Laying the remcAna of hia cigarette upon a little 
bronze tray on the writing-table,^ Peter's a trump, and 
Harry Estividge and Rawlings are sound enough ; hut I 
often feel I'd like to knock young Loweiistein's teeth 
down h’'^ fat throat. 

ZoE. 

\ Blowing her smoke in hia direction aa he conies to 
her and stands before her,'] You got married and mind 
your own concerns. 

Leonard. 

Zoo, I hate to see men of that class buzzing round 
you, 

ZOE. 

[Mockingly,] Do you ? 

Leonard. ^ 

Look here ! Whatever happens between you and 
Theo in the future, you’ll never let anything or any- 
body drive you off the rails, will you ? 

ZOE. 

[Frowning,] Len ! 
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I couldn’t stand it; [putting his hands upon her 
shoulders^ I tell you straight, it ’ud break me. 

sionately, his grip tightening.^ Zoe ! 

[IS he shakes herself free and backs avniy from 
hiiYiy confronting him with a dusked face. 

Zoe. % 

[Quietly.^ Don’t be silly. | lirnshmg her hair from 
her foiediead.y If ever you do tliat ags^in, Len, I’ll box 
your ears. 

The Honble. Peter Mottram, a spruce^ wSll-preserved 
man of Jifty^ enters at the glazed door. 

Peter. 

[Gheerily.‘\ Good mornin’ — or whatever it is. 


Zoe. 

[Dropping the end of her cigarette into the grate.^ 
That you, Peter ? 

Leonard,* 

[Surlily.'] I’m just off. 


Peter. 

Don’t apologise. * 

Leonard, 

[At the glazed door, to PErEB.] See you later. 

[Ue goes out. 

Peter. 


[To ZoE.] What’s the matter with the youth ? 
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ZOE. 

[IFM a sA9^uff.] Got the hump over something. 
[J^^aci/i^ him.l Tea ? 

Peter. 

No, thanks. [Sitting in tJis chair in tJiA middle of 
the room.'] And how are you to-day, my dear lady ? 
[She makes a wrg mouthy sighs ^ and throm herself 
(V*iconsolately upon the settee hy the fire. He nods intelli- 
gently.] Yes, sorry to hear you and <^'ld Theo have had 
another bad fall-out. 

‘ * ZoE. 

[Arranging a pillow for her head^ I guessed he’d 
cany it all ^to you. 

Peter. 

ShocKin’ly grieved, 1 am. 

ZoE. 

lie began this one. 

Peter, 

By blowin’ you up for goin’ on the frisk every night. 

ZoE, 

And I answered him back. I was dogweary. It 
was nearly one o’clock. He needn’t have jumped 
upon me alirost before I’d taken the key out of the lock. 

Peter. 

[Demurely.] I also have been reproved, for aidin’ 
and abettin’. 

ZoE, 

Serves you jolly well right. Why didn’t you and 
Lenny come in with me, you cowards ? That might have 
saved a squabble. I begged you to have a whiskey. 
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Peter. 

'■[Afier a brief pause,] Zoe ■ 

ZoE. 

\In a muffled voioe^ her Jtead in the pillow.] Oh, be 
kind to me, Peter 

• Petbu. 

Wliy do you sally forth night after night i * 


• 4 • 

Because 1 must. 
Must? 

IVe got the fidgets. 


Zoe. 

Peter, 

Zoe. 

Peter. 


f 




M 


1 get the fidgets at times, in bed, 
cure ’em ? 

Zoe. 

Of course I don’t. 


Peter. 


J3"ye know how 


I lie perfectly .stifi ami still ; I make myself lie 
perfectly still. I wo7i't stir, I say to myself, “ Peter, 
you sha'Tj^i twist or turn." And I win. * 


ZOE| 

^ How easy it is bo talk ! I defy you to control your- 
self if you’re shut up with a pei-son who goads you to 
desperation. 

Peter, 

Theo ? 
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ZoK. 

[Ikativg her pillov\] How can T stay at home and 
eat a lon^' dinnei. and spend an entire evening, alone 
with Theo? We’re not entertaining just now; be 
says he's fed up with having people here. 

Peteh. 

o Take him out with you 

« ZOE. 

Then we quarrel before others That’s too degrad- 
ing. Oh, it’s tiff, tiff, wrangle, jangle, outdoors and 
indoois witii us ! 

Pei’eji. 

Yoii^say things to Theo when you're angry, Zoe, 
that wound him to the quick 

Zoe 

[AS’M^irica%.] Really ! ' 

Peteu. 

Really. You mayn’t be aware of it; you scratch 
the poor old chap iilh he bleeds. 

^ ZoK 

Do you imagine ho never sJiys things to me that 
wound me to the quick ? 

Peter. 

He doesn’t mean half of ’em. 

Zoe. 


Neither do I. 
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Pbiku, 

[Rising and going to the Jire.\ No ; there^H the crass 
foolishness of it all. [In a tone of expostulation,^ My 
dear lady 

ZoE. 

[Suddenly sitting upright,] We’re on each other’s 
nerves, l^eter. That’s the plain truth, wo re on each 
other’s nerves. 

Peter. 

•Wort*yin' each other. 

ZoK. 

Sick to death of each other! We shal^ have been 
maiTied fourteen years on the thirtieth of next June. 
Isn’t it appalling I He’s getting so stodgy a^l pom- 
pous and flat-footed. He drives me mad with his 
elderly ways. 

Peter. 

* [Soothingly,] Oh ! 

ZoE. 

He’s sick and tired of vie^ at any rate. My little 
jokes and pranks, that used to amuse him so — they 
annoy him now, .'•candali‘>e him. He’s continually 
iitiding^ fault with me — bullying me. Tllat’s all the 
notice he takes of me. As for my gowns or my hats 
— anything I puf on — 1 might dress in sackcloth ; 

he’d never observe it. [Tearfully,] Ah ’ [She 

searches for her handkerchief and fails to find it. Peter 
produces a folded handkerchief from his hrenst'pocket, 
shakes it onty and gives it to her. She wipes her eyes 
as she proceeds,] Sometimes, I own. I’m aggravating ; 
but he forgets how useful I was to him i^ the old 
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days, when we were climbing. Yes, those were the 
days — the fiist six or seven years of our mairinge, 
when we weie up noith, in Fitzjohn^s Avenue ! 
[ Tosnlmj Petku’s hwndkerch'ief to kirn and getting to her 
feeL] Oh! Oh, we were happy then, Peter! You 
didn't know us then, when we were up north ! 

Petkk. 

I 

\W{tggmg his headJ\ My dear Hdy, we were all 
happiei’ when we were ,ip north. 


ZoE. 

\( living him a look of mrjjrise ns she i aces the room 
on, the lejL] You ! 

• Pktee. 

I mean, in a previous stage of our careers. 


ZOK. 

Ah, yes, yes. 

Petee. 

That’s the lesson of life, Mrs, Zoe. We’ve all had 
our Fitzjohn’s Avenue in a senee. In other woids, 
we’ve all been young and keen as mustard ; with 
everythin’ ^before us, instead of havin’ most things 
behind us. 

Zoe 

\ Leaning on the hack of the chair before the writing- 
table,^ Oh, don’t I 

Peter. 

\Thmujhif%dhf,\ D’ye know, I often wonder whet her 
there’s anythin’ more depressin’ than to see the row 
of trophies standin’ on the sideboard. 
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ZOE. 

[Sitting at the writing table and digging her Jingers 
i?ito her Aatr.] Be quiet, Peter ! 

Peter. 

That^silver-gilt vase there! The old horse that 
gained it for you is lyin’ in the paddock with a stone 
a’top of him, and you’re usin’ his hoof as an ink-pot. 
Those goblets you won on the^river, and th8 cup you 
Hhlped* yourself to on the links at •Biarritz or Ht. 
Moritz — there’s a little pile of asfies at the liottom of 
every one of ’em ! So it is with life gonej“ally. You 
scoop in the prizes — and there are the pots on the 
sideboard to remind you that it ain’t the that 

count, but the pushin’ and the strugglin’ and the 
cheerin’. Ah, they preach to us on Sundays about 
cherubim and seraphim ! It’s my firm hope and 
^conviction that when we die and go to Heaven we 
shall all find ourselves up north again — in Fitz- 
john’s Avenue ! [Coming to the chair \n the middle 
of theroomd\ Meanwhile, it’s no good repinin’. [Turn- 
ing the chair towards her awL sitti7igS\ The trophies 
are on the sideboard, dear lady, and they’ve got 
to bo kep’ clean and shiny. [Gravely.^ Now, Zoe — 
[She whinip(7'8j\ Zoe, Zoo — [kS^c tur?fs to him.^ 
Zoe, one ugly worjJ passed between you and Theo last 
night 

• Zoe. 

One ? 

Peter. 

One ugly word that must never be repeated. 
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ZoE. 


The (jlazed door opens and Warren appears carrying 
a teapot on a tray. lie comes to the table and 
exchanges the teaj)Ot he is carrying for the one that 
is already then'e. 

ZoE. 

\To the m.an.'\ Mr. Mottram won’t have any tea, 
Warren. „ ,, 

Warren. 

\^Iieinormg the cups and saucers which have been used 
and puitin^f them on to his tray.\ No, ina'am ; but 
Mr- BlundfU's just cotiu* in, ma’am. 

« [Warren withdraws^ closing the door. ZoE 
Vises stiffly^ and gathers up her hat^ coat^ 
and gloves. Then .vAe returns to Peter, 
udio remains seated. 


What word was it ? 
Separation. 


ZoE. 


Peter. 


Theodore J^LUNDELL, a big, burly , but good-looking 
man, enters at the glazed door, lie /tails on 
entermg and. glances fm'tivdy at ZoE, as if 
e.cpecting her to speak , but, without meeting 
his eyes, she passes him and haves the room. 


Theodore. 

\With a shrug. ^ Ha! (Peter, looking over his 
shoulder, sees that he and Theodore are alone. 
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Theodobe seats himself at the tea-tahle and pours out 
his tea grimly,^ Lot« o’ good you seem to liave done, 
Peter. 

Peteb. 

Haven’t done much, I admit. Pity you came home 
quite so soon. 

^ Theodore. 

You left the oiEce at half-past two. 

Peter.* 

She wasn’t in when 1 first got Ifere. 

Theodore. 

[Taking a slice of bread and butter,^ Anyhow, kind 
of you to offer to have a talk to he»\ [Munching.^ 
Plenty of abuse of me, h’m ? 

Peter. 

She says you’re on each other’s nerves, Tlieo. 
Theodore. 

I’m afraid there’s something^n that. 

Peter. 

And that you a^e growin’ a bit heavy in hand, old 
man. 

Theodore. * 

Exceedingly sorry. 

Peter. 

[^Aftef!' a 2^au8e.\ Theo- 
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Theodore. 


Hallo ? 

Petek. 

Shall 1 tell you what’8 at the bottom of it all ? 
Theodore. 

Well ? 

^ Petek. 

She’s /fot a feelin’ that you’re tii'>d of her. 

• • 

Theodore 

[Gtd'puuf hi8 teaJ] if you knew how constant]} I 
have til, it served up to me ! 


^ , Peter, 

Will you allow me to speak out i 

TllEODOllK. 

Don’t be so polite, 

Peter. 

My belief is that, if you could avoid conveyin’ that 
iinpiession toZoe, nia*vters would iinpiove considerably 
in this establishment. 


Oh? 


TliEUDOllE. 

Peter. 


It\s as easy as brushin’ your hat. 
— a little sweetheartin’ 


A little pettin’* 


Ves ( 


Theodore, 
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Petek. 

[Discouraged.^ Well, those are my views, for what 
they're woith. 

Tueodore. 

[Pouring out anotJtsr cup of tea.] My dear fellow, if 
you'd get married, and have thirteen or fouiteen 
years of4t, as I’ve had, your views would be worth 
more than they are. 

Peter. 

•Oh, fhat ^^on’t wash. •When a man’s 

suderin’ from gout in the toe, he doesn’t stipulate 
that his M.D. shall be writhin' fiorn^the same 
ailment. No, very frequently, the outsider 

Theodore. 

Good gracious, you’re not going to remark that 
lookers-on see most of the game ! 

Petek. 

Words to that effect. 

Theodoke. 

Ho! Why is it that, the moment a man’s matii- 
monial itffairs are in a tangle, every platitude in the 
language is chewedfout at him ? [Leaning his head on 
his hands.] If you’ve nothing fresher to say on 1?ho 
^.subject ? 

Petek. 

[Ormndwrly.] My dear chap, it’s tryin’ to say 
somethin’ fresh on the subject of marriage that’s 
responsible for a large share of the domestic unhappi- 
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ne8s and discontent existin’ at the present day. 
There’s too much of this tryin’ to say somethin’ fre«ih 
on eve^\f/ subject, in my opinion. 

Theodore. 

Nobody can accuse you, Peter 

Peter. 

You take it from me, there are two institootions in 
this world that are never goin’ to ajter — men and 
women and shape of chickens’ eggs. Chickens’ 
eggs are never goin’ to be laid square ; and men and 
women will continue to be mere men and women till 
the last contango * [Theodore Jtniskea his tea, rises, 
and crmies to the Jlrc.l I’m refenin’, of course, to real 
men and woLien. I don’t inclood persons in petti- 
coats with flat chests and no hips; nor individuals 
wearin’ beards and trousers who dine on a basin of 
farinaceous food and a drink o’ water out o’ the filter. 
They belong to a distinct specie.s. No ; I mean the 
genuine article, lijce you and me and your missus — 
men and women with blood in their veins, and one- 
and-a-half per cent.,* of good, humanisin’ alcohol at 
that. 

Theodore. 

[^Throxmvy a log on the Jire,\ What’s the moral of 
your eloquent, but rather vague, discourse ? 

Peter. r 

[^4/ the chair in ths middle of the room.] The moral ? 

♦ “ Contango-day ” — a Stock Exchange expression : the 
day on which a buyer or seller “v.arrles over” to the next 
settling-day. 
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Ohy the moral is that men and women of the ordinary, 
regulation pattern must put up with the defects of 
each other’s qualities. [Tmming the chair so thut it 
faces Theodobe and again sitting in it."] She com- 
plains that you don’t admire her frocks and frills, 
Theo. 

Theodore. 

\GroaningJ] Oh! 

Peter. 

Now, comf^’ there’s the > trouble? There’s my 
oft mother — seventy-five in April ! * Whenever I’m 
at Stillwood, 1 make a reg’lar practice of complimentin’ 
her on her rig-out. “ By Jove, mater,” S say, “ you 
are a buck this mornin’ ! ” Or evenin’, as the case 
may be. 1 couldn’t tell you what she’s weavin', to 
save my life ; but there’s no harm dond 

Theodore. 

• Yes, you do it ; but youi* father doesn’t do it, I’ll 
be bound. [Peter looks gliim and is silent,^ It’s too 
trivial ! [Prod^lcing his cigar case.’\ A husband can’t 
be everlastingly praising his wife’s clothes. [Offermg 
a cigar to Peter which he declines,'] The absence of 
comment on my j)art is a sign that I’m satisfied with 
Zoe’s appearance, surely. 

Peter, 

^ She’s one of the smartest women in London. 

Theodore. 

[Irritably.] 1 know she is. I’ve told her so till I’m 
sick. [C fitting and lighting a ciga/r.] I’ve always been 
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intensely proud of Zoe, as a matter of fact — ^intensely 
proud of her. 

Peter. 

No more than her due. 

Tueodobe. 

\With increoahig indignation^] Good God, hrw often, 

a dinner-[mrty, have f caught myself looking along 
the table and thinking she*s the l^andsomest woman 
in the room^ Tsch!^ It’s a ridicuV^us thing to 
say 

Peter. 

What? 

Theodore. 

I sirppose no man has ever been “ in love ” with his 
wife for longer 'than IVe been with mine. 

Peter. 

[Signifioanthj.^ Been, 

Theodore. 

And I have a very great adection for her still — or 
should have, if her behaviour didn't check it. 

‘ Peter. 

If you showed your affection more plainly, w^ouldn’t 
that check her behaviour. 

Theodore. 

\^Leaving the fi/replace and moving about, the room.] 
Oh, my dear fellow, haven't you brains enough to 
see ! We’re middle-aged people, Zoe and 1 . 1 am 
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middle-aged, and she’s not far off it, poor girl. There 
must come a time on a journey when your pair of 
horses stop prancing and settle down to a trot. 

Peter. 

How’s that for a platitude ! 

Theodore , 

I thought that wjrm-eaten illustration might appeal 
to you. 

Peter. 

She keeps wonderfully young, Thoo. 

Theodore 

Isn’t that a little to my credit? BuJi Zoe’s within 
three years of forty. You can’t put the clock back. 

^ Peter. 

A woman's as old as she looks 

Theodore. 

And a man’s as old as he feels ! Another ancient 
wheeze 1 

Peter. ’ 

And a married Roman’s as old as her husband 
makes her feel. 

Theodore. 

• 

My dear Peter, 1 don’t want Zoe to feel older than 
her years by a single hour. But 1 confess 1 do ask 
her occasionally to feel as old as her years, and not to 
make herself damnably a’osurd. 



48 MID^CHANNEL 

Peteb 

Absurd ? 

Theodoke 

This infernal foolin];' about with the boys, for 
instance — the cause of last night’s flare-up — her 

“tame robins ’ — you’re one ! [Peter rises hastily 

and goes to the Jlre,\ Yes, you ought to be asihamed of 
^yourself, for encouraging her. 


‘ Peter. 

4 

Who’s in fault V liecause a man's wife has ceased 
to be attractive to him, it doesn’t follow that she 
ain't attractive to others. 

Theodore. 

[(Joniemptuonsty.] Attractive? The vanity of 
“ attracting ” a parcel of empty-headed young men * 
You’re the patriarch of the group! \Throwing hinvself 
into the chair just vacated by Peter.] The whole 
thing’s undignified — latflsh. 

• Peter. 

[Extending a forefinger You contrive to be a trifle 
more spriglitly at home, Theo — 

Theodore, 

[Moving his head from side to side.'\ Oh, you 
hammer away at that ! I’m forty-six. My sprightly 
days are over. 

Peter, 

[Emph(UicaUyi\ Humbug, old chap. 
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Theodore. 

What’s humbug ? 

Peter. 

Men are the biggest humbugs goin’ — especially to 
themselves. And a man of >our age or miue—and 
I’m four years >our senior — is never a bigger 
humbug^than when he’s deloodin’ himself with the 
notion that he’s scrap-iron. 

TiiEODoni!!. 

You’re a gay old spark 

Peter. 

No, it’s when the sun’s workin’ round to thiif west 
—it’s when men are where we are iio^, that they’re 
most liable to get into mischief. 

Theodore. 

Mischief ? What are you driving at ? 

Peter. ^ 

Nothin’. Pm simply la\iti’ down a general 
principle. 

Theodore. 

l^Angrily^ Confound your general principles ! 
Don’t be an ass. 

Peter. 

[Coming to Theodore.] That stoopid nonsense 
talked last night— early this mornin’ — about livin’ 
apai t — who started it ? 
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Theodobb. 

Zoe. I fancy it was Zoe — last night. 

Petbb. 

Ob, it wasn’t the first time ? 

Theodore. 

\SmOiAng with fierce We»^ad an awful scene 

— disgracefur. I felt inclined to ru'h ou^ ot fhe 
house then an^ there. 

^ Peter. 

Why didn’t you? You could have let yourself in 
again when she’d gone to by-by. 

Theodore, 

[Sullenly^ No, that’s not my style. If ever I do 
bang the front-door, it’ll be once and fur all, in^ 
friend 

Peter. 

[Shaking Aiwj.] Ob ! Oh ! 

Theodore. 

She’s independent ; she has cher own income — 
you know — and I’ve told her I’d supplement it, if 
necessary. I’ve settled this house on her as it is ^ 
she’d be welcome to it, and every stick in it, worst 
come to the worst. 


Theo- 


Peter, 
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Thbodore. 

And I’d go and live in a garret, in peace. 

Peter. 

You’re not considerin’ such a step seriously ? 
Theodore. 

\Turn%ng uj>on him roughly,^ No, I’m not — not* 
when I’m sitting^eve chattiijg quietly wifh you. 
No* when she’jf rational and — and — and amenable, as 
she can be when she chooses. [Clenching hla han(l8,'\ 
But when she’s irritating me till I’m h^f beside 
myself, I — I 

Peter. 

You 

Theodore. 

[Looking np at Peter.] My God, Peter, you’re a 
wjse man, never to have taken it on ! 

Peter, 

Marriage ? 

Theodore. • 

[Thnywing his head hack ] Oh, my dear fellow ! 

• 

The glazetl door opens and Zoe enters meekly. Her 
eyes cure red^ anE a handkerchief is a^iimpled up 
in her hand. IShe glances at the tea-table and 
• comes to Theodore. Peter retreats to the fire- 
place. 

Zoe. 

[To Theodore, in a piteous voice?^ Have you — had 
your tea ? 
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Theodore 

[Frigidly.] I poured ifc out myself. 

[AJYer a moment^s heBiiatton^ she henda over 
him and gives him a kiss, Th&ii she turns 
avmy and, seating herself at the writing- 
table, proceeds to ivrite a note. Inhere is an 
awkward silence. , 

o Theodore. 

[Breaking the silence, grnjjly.] Er — So \ r 

^ ZOE. 

[With a sniffs writing,'] Yes ? 

« . 

’ Theodore. 

What arc you doing to-night ? 


ZoE. 

Jim Mallandain was going to take me to the Palace, 
I’m putting him off. 

••Theodore. 

ril dine you out and take you somewhere. 

% 

ZoE. 

# 

No, Pd rather have a quiet evening at home, Theo — 
just yt)u and me. [Blowing her nose.] I’ve ordered 
Mrs. Killickto send up an extra-nice dinner. 

Theodore. 

Perhaps Petei*- 
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ZOE. 

[Stamping her fooL^ No, I won't have him. 

Peteh. 

Besides, I'm booked. 

ZoE. 

[Petulhntly,'\ I don’t care whether you are or not. 
I want to dine alone witli my husband. • 

[2' here if another during which ZoE 

b^atche^ away wifli her pfu^ 

• 

Peter. 

[Clearing his throat,^ Well, I’ll bo getfin* along. 
[Theodore rises. 1 I say 

Theodore. 

- ll’m? 

Peter. 

Why don't you and Zoe have a week or a fortnight 
in Pans ? It ’ud do you both a heap of good. 

Theodore^ 

Impossible. How can I ? 

Peter. 

Cert’nly you can.* If anythin’ important crops up, 
Tom 81ade or I will run over to you ; or you Qpuld 
•come back, [Again tfwre is a pause. Zoe stops w?dting,] 
Do, old chap. [Another pause.] Won't you? 

Theodore. 

[fVithout enthiisiasm.] All right. 
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Peter. 

A fortnight ? Nothin’ll happen. 

Tueodore. 

yNoddingS\ A fortnight. 

[^Uttering a little chirp of delight^ TiO^ resumes 
writing. Peter goes to her as Theodore 
moves away to the fireplace. 

Peter. ' 

[To ZoE.] nood-bye, ma’am. [She^ gives ^ him * tier 
left hand over her shoulder, lie squeezes it and makes 
for the gla^zed door. There he appears to he struck hy an 
idea. After a silence ^ he turns slowly^ contemplates the 
pair ^or a moment with a puckered brow, and advances a 
step or two.^ Theo 

Theodore. 

[Who has picked up one of the illustrated papers and 
has seated himself upon tlte settee.^ H’m ? 

Peter, 

[His hands in his pockets, rattling his keys.'] About 
half-way between Do^:or and Calais — no, it’s between 
Folkestone and Boulogne, ain’t it ? 

• Theodore. 

[Examining the j)ictures.] Wha/^? 

Peter. 

Of course ! About half-way between Folkestone 
and Boulogne — mid-Channel — there’s a shoal. 

Theodore. 

[Tumiing a page of his paper.] What of it ? 
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Peter. 

Le Colbart, the French sailor-men call it — Le Ool- 
bart. We call it the Ridge. [Comin’j forward,^ If you 
go by Folkestone and Boulogne, you’ll pass over it. 

Theodore. 

[GlanMng at him m82yicioii8ly,^ Thanks for the 
valuable information. 

Peter. 

*D’ye^know, I’ve never encountercfd that blessed 
shoal without experiencin’ a most unpleasant time ? 


ZoE. 

[Addressing an envelope.^ Oh, my dear Peter > 

^ Peter. 

I’ve crossed on some of the finest days o’ the year, 
t'he sun’s been shinin’, and outside the harbour the 
water’s been as smooth as it’s been Z 7 iside. Every- 
thin’s looked as enticin’ os could be; but as we’ve 
neared the Ridge — mid-Channel — I’ve begun to feel 
fidgety, restless, out o’ sorts — hatin’ myself and hatin’ 
the man who’s been sharin’ my cabin with me. But 
the sensation hasn’t lasted long. 

ZoE . 

» [Seeding her letter, '\ Glad to hear it. 

Peter. 

No ; gradually the beastly motion has died down, 
and in a quarter-of-an-hour or so I’ve found myself 
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pacin’ the fleck again, arm-in-arm with the travellin’- 
comj)anion I’ve been positively loathin’ a few minutes 
earlier. 

^J'lIKODORE. 

[Gapiny demonstrativpJ ij ] Very interesting. 

Peter. 

' My (loar pals, I remember the idea once occurrin’ 
to me —I mentifined it to Charhj Westbrook at 
the time — there’s a resemblance between that afcd 
marriage. * 

< Theodore. 

[Shortbj,^ 11a! Thought that was coming. 

^ [ZoE turns in her chair ^ to listen to Peter. 

Peter, 

Yes, and marriage, mark you, at its best and 
brightest. The happiest and luckiest of married 
couples have got to cross that wretched Ridge. How- 
ever successful the first lialf of their journey may bo, 
there’s the rough-and-tumble of mid-Clmnncl to 
negotiate. Some arrive there quicker than others, 
some later ; it depends on wind and tide. Rut they 
^et there ; if.id a bad time it is, and must be-r-a time 
when travellin’-companions see nothin’ but the spots 
on each olhei's yellow faces, and when iimoomerable 
kind wolds and iniK'omerable kind acts are clean for- 
gotten. [ZoE, her letter in her hand^ rises impulsiveli/ 
and comes to Peter.] Rut, as I tell you, it’s soon over 
— xcell over, if only Mr. J.ack and Mrs. Jill will undei'- 
stand the situation ; if only they’ll say to themselves. 
We’re on the Ridge ; were in mid- Channel ; in 
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anothor quarter-of-an-hour the boat’ll bo bteiuly again 
— a« steady as when wo stepped on to the gangway. * 
[2b Theodore.] Not oirendeJ, old man? 

Theodore. 

[Uncomfortahly.] Ha, ha, ha ! 


ZoE. 

^ • 

^Gen^yy ghwig her letter <//• Peter J Warieii 

to give that to a messenger-boy, [7(> Theodore.] 
Theo ! 

\^he j)iU8 Iter hamh ttpon Peter^ shoulders 
and kisses him. 

Peter. 

' [Chnckling.'\ Ha, ha! [To Theodore,] Division of 
profits. [At the glazed door^ When’ll you be off ? 

Theodore. 

Oh — one day next week. 

Peter. 

[Nodding,] To-morrow mornin’, then. 

[lie goes out^ dosing the door. 


ZOE 

Dear old Peter ! 

Theodore. 

[Deep in his paper,] Peter’s getting a bit of a boie 
though. 
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ZOE, 

[Mimicking Peteu, aa she wipes her eye8!\ He’s 
amusin’. [Going to Theodore and seating ftsrsdf 
beside him,] Theo 


ll’m? 


Theodore* 


• ZOE. 

[Edging up to /mn-] Let’s go Folkestone and 
Boulogne — shaM we ? 


^ Theodore. 

I don’t mind. 

^ ZOE. 

i 

Wistfully i\ Let’s go by Folkestone and Boulogne — 
and have done with it. [Slipping her arm through A?a.] 
Theo — last night — sorry. [He nods and looks at another 
picture,] I take it all back — the things I said. 1 
didn’t mean them. 

Theodore. 

That’s nil right. 4 

Zoe. 

And ,yo 7 «<lidn’t mean ? 

Theodore. 

[Impatiently.] Of course I didn’t. 

Zoe 

[Giving herself a shake,] Ah f [After a bnef pause,] 
Theo 
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Theodore. 

ffm? 

ZoE. 

[Taking the paper from him playfullt/.] Di)n^t look 
at those improper young ladies. [Coaxinglt/.] Couldn^t 
you manage to get away on Sunday ? 

Theodore. 

Oh — I mightjE^ ^ 

ZOE. 

I 

It's your treat to me, isn't it — and the beginning of 
better times ? The sooner we begin 

Theodore. , 

[Nodding.] You shall have it all your own way. 

• Zoe. 

[Glee/iUlg,] Sunday ! 

Theodore. 

H'm. 

Zoe. 

I'm cireadfully shabby. I've no new cISthes. You 
don't object ? 

Theodore. 

• [Distinctly.] Now, my dear Zo— my darling — 
understand this from me clearly. You are never 
shabby; you covldnH be shabby. As far as I am a 
judge, you are always dressed beautifully and — and 
— ^and in perfect taste. 
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Tiieodoke. 

If you were 7iot well-cliushed, I should venture to 
cull your attention to it. 

ZOE. 

, Silonco is approval ? 

TilEODOllE. 

Al)solutoly. 8o don^t expect me — a busy man — to 
bo otoriially praising your gowns and what not ; 
because 1 Cannot and will not do it. 


1 ZoE. 

T won’t — I won’t. 1 know I’m inconsiderate — 
[utainpiiKi Iter foot\ beastly inconsiderate. [Jilxcitedhj.'] 
Write out a telegram iiow- 

Tjieodore 

Telegiam ? 

* ZoE. 

To the hotel. 

^ Tiieodoke. • 

Yes. that ’ud be wise. \IIe rises \ind goes over to the 
writnuj-tahle irliere, taking a sheet of note’pajm'y he sits 
and We couldn’t get an answer to a letter. , 

ZoE. 

[Jumping vp and walking about,'] Jolly nice rooms, 
Theo! 
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TnEODORB. 

[Assentirifjly.'] H'm, h'm. 


ZoE. 

[/Iiimming.] Tni, la ! ra, la! la, ra, Li ! 

Theodore. 

[In the throes ^ composiUo7iJ\ »S^^h* sssh 1 
ZoE. 

[Opening the illustrated paper. ] Beg pardon. 

Theodore. ^ 

[WHti7ig'] deux bonnes cbarfil>rps i\ coueber 

^ — hallo do bain — et siilon 


ZoE 

There’s Lena. Don’t forget the maid. 

Theodore. 

Oh, they shove her anywhere. 


ZoE. 

[Imperatively. '\ Vo, no; I must have her handy. 
[He widtes,'] What hotel are we going to, The(r? 

Theodore. 

[Writing.] “ aussi chainbre pour servante memo 
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ZoE. 


The Eitz ? 

Theodore. 

Oh, blow the Ritz ! 

ZoE. 

We've always dem comfortable at the Ritz. 

* Theodore. 

the finishhig touches tb his telegram,] 
Twenty fianos minute. • • 

If ZoE. 

[Disap^yointed,] Where then ? The Ely&4o Palace 
is too L\t out this weather. The R6gina ? 

Theodore, 

[Beading.] “ Pouvez-vous rcKerver pour Monsieur 
et Madame Blundell pourdimanche et nuits suivantes * 
apartement compose deux bonnes chambres h coucher, 
sdle <le bain, et salon, aussi chambre pour servante 
meme 6tage? R<^pon.se t61egraphique. Theodorus, 
London." • 

Zoe. 

[Advancing.] Oh, Theo ! Shall we try tlio new 
Meiirice The Langdiiles had a suit^ there that made 
them feel like Royalties. 

Theodore, 

[Half’-turning to her.] Gerald Duckfield was telling 
me of a capital little hotel where lie and Bessie stayed 
— the Vend6me 
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Where*s that ? 

Theodore. 

In the Place Vendome. 

ZoE. 

The Hibz — the Briatol — ^the Rhin — they’re the only 
hotels in the Place. • 

m Tiieodor§. • 

lOh, Iftit this is in the part of ^he Place that runs 
down to the top of the Rue Castighone. 

ZoE. 

The narrow part. 

Theodore. 

' Well, it isn’t the broad part, certainly. 

ZoE, 

The tmffic of the Rue SU Honord to help to send 
you to bleep ! 

TiieodorpJ? 

No, no ; there are double windows, Gerald snys, to 
the best^bedrooms. [Turning to the writiftg-table,] It 
’ud be an experiment. 

ZoE. 

, [Sitting in the chair in the middle of the room^ with 
her hack to JtimJl Yes, it would be an expeiiment. 

Theodore. 


Shall we risk it ? 
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ZoE. 

[Coldli/,] Hy all means. 

Theodore 

[WritwgJ] “ Directour — Hotel Vendome- 
ZuE. 

l^Papphuj her feet upon the floor ITa! 

h 

Theodore. 

ITiii? “ Place Vendome ” 

ZOE. 

[flohJing up the illuetrateA paper ao that he may see, 
over he?' head, a risqu6 picture] If you were 
this sort of woman with you, nothing ’ud be good 
enough for her. 

Theodore. 

\(llancinq at the jdcVnre, angrily.] Oh, don’t ho so 
coarse ! is a pause. lie leans hack in his chair, 

biting his pen, Nuddsnly shejl i ngn the d ( ustrated paper 
airay fi'oin her into the air. Throwing down hin pen, 
he rises and paces the I'ootn ] Tina promises^ well for 
an enjoyable fortnight in Paris ! 

ZoE, 

[Rising and moving to the left,] Look here, old man ! 
This trip was going to be yonr treiit. Very well, that’s 
off 1 I’ll take you to Paris ; TU pay the expenses ; 
cmd I won’t stuff you up in a fiowsy rabbit-hutch. 
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Theodobe 

[Coming! forward on the righu'\ Don’t insult me ! 
ZOE. 

[Facing him.] Anyway, your treat or mine, I stay 
at no hotel in Paris that isn’t top-hole. 

Theodore, * 

[Furioibsly.] C^, stop your d»}miied slang, fdr CJod’s 

sake. ^ 

ZoE. 

[Her eyes blazhig,] What ! 

Theodore, 

[Sitting on ike fauteuil-atool ami roc%ing himself to 
and froi\ Oh ! Oh ! 

ZoE. 

Stop my damned slang ! 

Theodore. 

[Uis head in his hands.] Hol^ your tongue 1 
ZoE. 

[Comtng to him.] And how did I learn my damned 
slang, pray ? [He waves her from him.] I learnt it from 
the crew you surrounded me with when I condescended 
• to marry you and went out of my world into yours, 

Theodore. 

[St<xrting up.] Oh ! 

[He goes to the hell and nngs it continnonsly. 
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[Following him.^ Yea, you were hugely tickled by 
it then I And so were they — the men you thought 
might be serviceable to youj and who were service* 
able to you, often through me ! 

Theodore. 

Oh I 

ZoE. 

11a! And now that my tongue’s fun'^dwitb it, ard 
it isn’t necessnry to attract the vulgar bnitas any 
more, you round on me and rag me ! [Pacing the room 
on the left.\ Oh 1 Oh ! If only my desr old dad were 
alive ! He’d fuss over me and protect me. My father 
was a gentleruji^n. He warned me I was chucking 
myself away. 

Theodore. 

Oh! 

ZoE. 

[WildlyJ] Why do you keep on ringing that bell ? 

Theodore. 

[In a loud voice!] I suppose I can ring the bell if 
I like I 

ZoE. 

You — you can go to the devil if you like ! 

[iShe goes out at the glazed doo7\ As she die* 
appears, Warren jyasses her and enters, . 

Theodore. 

to the lortiintj-tabU,] Warren — 
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[Picking vp the rIippI of paper on lohichhe has irriUen 
the message to the hotel.^ P.ick me ii bag. 


• Warren 

Bag, sir? 

Theodore. 

• \Te(f!hing the paper into small Yes ; I’m not 

sleeping at liome to-night. 


Warren. 

[Coming to th-e table and preparing to remove ric tea- 
things,] Very good, sir. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 




THE SECOND ACT 

The 8c§ae is the same, but the disposition o/ some of the 
furniture is changed. The settee on the right^is 
now placed^vnth its hackjLo the fireplac9. At the 
fwrther §nd of the settee are the oblong table and 
chaii'y ami on the left of the ixMe^ facing the settee, 
is the chair which in the preceding actjstood in the 
middle of the room. An arm-chair is at the nearer 
end of the settee, and another arnv-chair and the 
fauteuil-stool stand together not fa^p from the glazed 
door. 

On the oblong table are a box of cigaretteSy 
matches, and an ash-tray. 

The fireplace is hanked with flowers, there are 
dowers in vases upon the tables, and the room is 
fidl of sunlight. 

Two men — an upholsterer and h^ assistant — are engaged 
inputting covers of gay chintz upon the chairs and 
settees. The upholstes'er is on his knees at the settee on 
ths right, the assistant is at the chair 9y the writing- 
table, Lena, 2!p£’s maid — a bright, buxom woman — 
is arranging the furniture in the middle of the room. 
Presently the assistant pi'oceeds to collect the brown 
paper and cord which litter the floor. 

Upholsterer. 

[^Itising from kis knees — to Lena.] That’s all right. 

69 
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Lkna. 

[Cmiiing to him,^ And when aic we to have the 
ploaBure of feeeirig yoit again 'i 

U rilOLSTERElt. 

To-morrow. 

Lena. 

« What about next )’ear, or the year after ! \Pi'oducin(j 
Jier pitrsr and giving him a <//>.] case 1 should n ’I 
live so long. • , 

UriIOLSTEIlEIt. 

Thank you very much, away — qnktly.^ 

William 

^ [77ic assistant t laden with brown paper ^ 

ad'imices^ and Lena tips him. 

Assistant. 

Thank you, miss. Good morning, miss. 

Lena. 

Good morning 

Upholsterer. 

[At the glazed <7oor.]'Good morning. 

, Lena, 

[Tidying the famitnre on t/ie right,'] Good morning. 

[The men depart. Almost hnmediatdy the 
glazed door w reopened and Warren 
a 2 g)ear 8 ^ showing in Leonard. Leonard 
is gloved and is cai'rymg a straw hat and 
a walking-cane. He has lost his freshy 
boyish appearance and is sallow and 
lined. 
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Leonard. 

[7V> Lena,] Good morning. 

Lena. 

[Fainiliat'lt/,^ Oli, good luorning. \To Wauhen.] 
ril let Mrs. Blundell know. [7V> Leonard, tw Warren 
wilftdfaws.^ She’ll be down soon. Will you have a 
paper ? * 

Leonard. 

itianks; seen em. How is she, Lena? 

Lena. 

Middling. She’s a little feverish, the doctM* says. 
She must have caught a chill coining over. [Leonard 
nodsJ\ She would sit on deck, talking to Mr, 

* Mallandain. We met him by accident on the plat- 

• form as we were leaving Paris. 

Leonard, 

[^N'odding again,\ She’s told me. 

Lena, 

She^s to remain indoors again to-day and keep out 
o’ draughts. [^FjO^king at a watch which she wcwtb on 
her wrist and at the dock on the mantelpiece.] What do 
* you say the light time is ? 

Leonard. 

[ZooAiw^r at his watcK^ Quarter to twelve 
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Lena. 

[Going to the mantelpiece, \ I’m to give her her 
mecrcine an hour before meals, [Moving the hands of 
the clock ] Ha ! They’ve all been playing tricks here 
while we’ve been away, clock-winder included. 

Leonard. 

[Ahaenily,^ Indeed ? 

' Lena. 

Servants, tradespeople, everybody ! [ Unbuckling her 
hracdel.^ l^lecause Mrs. lllundell is now on her own, 
I a’pohe they fancy they can take advantage of her. 

\ Returning to Leonard.] I’ll teach ’em! 
her Th\nk we’re getting fairly straight ? 

Leonard. 

[Glancing idly at the room as he sits in if te armchair 
near the gluMl door,^ Wonderfully. 

^ Lena. 

Not bad, is it, considering we’ve been home only 
tAVO daysl ^ 

Leonard. 

[Placing his hat and cane npon the fantenil-stool^ 
Capital. 

Lena. 

[Refastening her broicelet.'] Oufl The relief, after 
some of those foreign hotels ! 
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Leonard. 

[Drawing off hia gloves.] Tired of travelling, eh ? 


Lena. 

Don’t ask me ! I was saying to Mrs. Killick at 
breakfast — I’ve had enough of Italy to last me my 
life. Oter four months of it, and without a courier ! 
[Going towards the glazed door.] That’s a bit too stiff. 

« 

Leonard. 

It is rather. 

Lena. 

[Halting hi/ him and dropping her voice slighthj,\ 
Not timt we wanted a courier when you came odt to 
us. A splendid courier you were ; I couldn’t wish for 
better. 

Leonard. 

* [Uncomfortably^ Ha, ha I 
Lena. 

[Laughing,] Do you rememb^;: our losing her hat- 
box at that wretched old Siena ? 

• Leonard, 

Yes— Yes. 

Lena. 

• 

• You woke ’em up there in grand style. Ha, ha ! 
Your friend, the Italian policeman — the image in the 
fathers 1 


Ha, ha ! 


Leonard. 
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Lena. 

You did give him a dressing ! [Soheriag hei^eel/*] 
Yes, those three or four weeks you were with us were 
the pleasantest o* the lot, to my iden. \Going,\ Well, 
good-day. [Stopping again Oh, but I must show you 
this. a ring from her finger. \ A present from 

her — last Saturday — one of the best shops ir the Roo 
« Royarl. [^llanding it to him.^ She went out and 
bought it herself. 

, Leonard, 

Turquoise ' 

i Lena. 

And diamonds. 

• Leonard. 

[lieturniiig the rin(j*\ Beautiful. 

Lena. • 

Wasn^t it kind of her ! I^m as vain as a peacock. 

K (icing the ring on her finger,'] But there, yoiiVe 
been extremely good to me. 


Leonard. 

Not at all. 

Lena. 

You have; you’ve spoilt me completely \^At tJ^e 
(loor^ speaking louder,] Treacherous weather for J une, 
isn’t it. 


Very. 


Leonard 
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Lena. 

[/vi ifte con'id(yi\^ Oh, lieie you aro! Hero’.s Mr. 

Ferris — 1 was just coining up to tolJ you 

[Leonard rises as Zoe appears in the corridor, 
iShe is dressed in an eleyant robe of rich, 
soft materuil and carries a little hay in 
which are a few opened fetters, her iuind- 
kerchief, etc. She also ts cduinyed. Jfef 
fac^is wan and there are darl& circles 
riJmd her eyes, * 


Zoe 

Ah ? [7^0 Leonard, / or/aa/Zy, as she enters the roan.^ 
Good morning. ^ 

Leonard 

' Good morning. 

ZOK 

Lena, how charming the old chintz looks ! 

Lena 

[Who is linyeriny,] It’s English ! 


Zoe. 

[Lay iny her bay upon the ohlony table ^ If we could 
all be freshened up l)y the same ])roce8s I • 

Lena 

[Her JuLiid on Vk,e door^ha/ndle,'] Don't forget you're 
to take your med'eine in three-quarters-of-an-hour. 
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Oh, bring me the filthy stufi* when you like. 

Lena. 

[In iht corridor^ closing the rioor.] Now, don’t be 
naughty. 

[^46* the wo7nan dim^pears^ Leon/rd walks 
over to ZoE. She jmts out her hand to 
check him, and they sUmd for a moment 
or two 'watching the d(M^ andfistei^ing. 
Then she drops her hand and turns her 
face to him perfunctorily^ and he kisses 
her as a matter of coitrf>e. 

ZoF. 

Your motor i^n’t outside ? 

Leonahd. 

No ; I walked across the Park. 


Z0T5. 

That yellow car of yours is so conspicuous. 
[Anuinging a pilloil on the settee.] Sorry I wasn’t 
visible yesterday. 

% Leonard. 

You’re better ? 

ZoE. • 

[Evasively.] Oh, moie or less decrepit. [Sitting,] 
What have you been doing with yourself ? * 

Leonard. 

Nothing much. [Sitting in the arm-chair opposite to 
her,] Except 
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ZoE. 

[Taking her hag from the tahh.'] By-the-bye, I’vo 
a note this morning from an old friend of yours. 


Who? 


Leonard. 


ZoE. 

[Producing a letter ^rom the hagi] Ethel Pierpoint. 


Leonard. * 

[Inerjyresfiwely ] Oh ? cHracis the tetter from ite 
envelope and tosses it across to him» Tie reads \l silently, 
with a frown. She takes a cujarette from the oox on the 
tahle,'\ I thought you’d dropped her. 

ZoE 

i did, in a fashion. I stopped her letters by 
ceasing to answer them. [StHking a matchi] I hated 
catling myself hers aflecUonately, knowing Fd been 
the cau.se of your slacking away from her 


Leonard. 

[Under his hreathi\ Pish I 
• ZoE. 

[Lighting her dgauHte,"] What does she say ? 

• Leonard. 

[Reading cilond!] “ Dearest Zoe. Quite by chance 
I hear you are back at Lancaster (late. Why do you 
still make no sign ? I never wanted your friend.'^hip 
more than now — or the friendship of somebody who 
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will give me good advice, or a sound shaking for being 
a fool. Please take pity on your troubled but ever 
devoted, Kthel Drayson Pierpoint/* [To ZoE.] What 
does she mean by never wanting your friendship more 
than now '^ |ZoE shakes her head. ]le contiams to 
ponder over the letter,] “ — or the fiiendship of some- 
body who will give me good advice, or a sound shaking 
for being a fool.’’ 

^ ZoE. 

[Nnwkhiij thoiffjhlfullp.] When dilH^’ou see the Piei - 
points last? • r c 

* Llonakd. 

A])Out*a month after you left lAuidon — ^just before 
I fuHowt'd you. l/Leturnuiff the letter to her.] 1 cooled 
off^hem gradually. 

• ZoE 

[After a 2 '^ausc.] She's a nice girl — Ethel. 

Leon All D. * 

Ye — es, she was nice enough 

I 7h4?re is a Jnrihr pause. Then ZoE jumps 
up^ as if to dismiss disagreeable re/leclionSy 
and crosses to thi writing-table. There she 
empties her bag of ike letters it contains, 

• 

I 

Leonard. ^ 

[Gloomihj.] Am I in the way? 

ZoE. 

[Fretfnllg.] Of course not. [6'Ae sits at the writing- 
table and busies herself ivitk i^e-reading h^r letters and 
destroying some of them, Leonard rises and takes a 



MID-CIIASNEL 


79 


cigarette from the hox^ Pt)or Robby Relf has got 
lieiiritis. 

Leonard. 

\Liijhtin'j his cigarette,] Zo 

Zo£. 

Eh? . 

Leonard 

I was going t^ell you - T diijod at the Caili’on last 
night. ^ 

ZOK 

[Indifferently,] Oh? 

Leonard. 

With Cossy Rawlings. OuebS who wa.s there 

* ZoE. 

[Becoming attentive ] Dun^iio. 

Leonard. 

He didn’t see me — he was at A table the other sidcj 
of the room 

ZoE. 

[Holding her breath,] Theodore ? 

Leonard. 

*Yes. 

[♦S’Ae throws the pieces of a letter into the 
tcasfe^paper haslet and leans had xn her 
chair. 
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ZoE. 

How — how did he look ? 


Leonard 

[Curling hia lip!] I didn't study his appearance. 
ZoE. 

• He — he wasn't by himself ? 

, ' Leonard. 

Hardly ! 


ZoK. 


That — that woman ? 


« Leonard 

[N’odclwg.'\ Same lady. 


ZoE 

Simply the two ? 

Leonard, 

[Sitting 'upon the settee on the 7*ight,] The two turtle 
doves. ^ 

[A/ter a brief aile^tce^ she pushes her letters 
from her^ rises^ and moves about the room 
• quietly but agitatedly, 

Zoe. 

Who is this creature ? 


Leonard. 

[ImjHitiently,] I’ve told you — and Jim told you on 
Sunday, 
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Hatherly — Annerly ? 

Leonard. 

Her husband was a Major Annerly — frank Annerly. 
He divorced her over a man of the name of Bottisou. 

* 

ZOE. 

Where's /le? ^ 

^ * 

Leonard. 

He’s dead. She’s been through a good many hands 
since. ^ 

ZoE. 

Ho! 

Leonard. 

Fred Wishart was one — and Tod Arnold 


ZOE. 

She’s quite young, isn’t she ? 


Leonard. 

Zo£. 


Looks a baby. 

* 

Ha! 

Leonard. 

1 should put her at thirtj^ 


ZOE. 

Pretty ? They ail are I 
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Leonard. 

Piifebiible. 

ZoE. 

[^Ihltind the chair on the left of the oblong tahleJ] Do 
you think she*s — with hini ? 

Leonard. 

Not > egularly. She’s still living in Egerton Or ehcent, 
according to CosH}', «• ' , 

ZoE. 

\GrhpprMJ the hack of the chai}\\ She’ll ruin him ; 
she'll 1 uin him, Len. 

Leonard. 

Oh, £ daro say there’ll he a bit left when she’s done 
with him. 

ZoE. 

There are other ways of dragging a man down 
besides through his pocket. Jim MalJandain ba}s 
she’s a vampiie. 

Leonard. 

Why should you worry yourself ? 

ZoE. 

1 don’t want him to come to grief. Why should 
I? 

Leonard. 

If ho does, you’ve nothing to reproach yourself 
with. 
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ZOE 

[Giving him a swift looh.\ What / 

Leonard, 

[Snllenltj^ Oh, you know what 1 mean— nothing 
that occurred before ho took Inmself oil*. 

ZOK. 

[Moving to fUe oblong table^ soith a long^draimi sigh.] 
^i-h-lf ! [Sitting^ her elbows on fhe tahle^ leaning her 
head on Ae?* handj] It will always be on my conscience 
that I drove him away. 

Leonard. 

You didn't drive him away. 

ZoE. 

I did. 

Leonard. 

You were quite justified in doing it, anyhow. Ho 
made your life a burden to yoy. 

ZoE. 

I mig^ht have been more patient with him ; 1 might 
have waited. • 

Leonard. 

Waited ? 

ZoE. 

Waited till we got through the middle i^eriod of 
our lives. [Raising her head ] Peter warned ns, the 
very day we parted 
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Leonaud. 

[Sneer ingly,^ Peter ! 

ZOE. 

Mid-Channel ! We should soon have reached the 
other side. 

Leonard. 

There’vS a limit to human endurance • youM passetl 
it. 

ZoE. 

[Staring hejore her.'] It seems to me now, thhre 
wasn’t so very much for me to put up with — not so 
very much'. [Rising and walking to the hack of the 
settee on which Leonard xh silting,] There was a lot 
of ^ )od in him, leally. After all, he only needed 
managing, humouring 


Leonard. 

[Starting up and turning to her,] Upon my sold, 
Zoe ! lla ! You’re discovering no end of fine qualities 
in him suddenly ! 

Zoe. 

[Bitterly,] Am I ? i 

Leonard. 

You hadu’ j a decent word for him when we were in 
Italy I Now he’s perfect I 

ZoB. 

[Facing him.] No, he’s not. 


Leonard. 

[Satirically.] Sounds like it. 
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[Fleering up,] Neither he nor you 1 You can be 
just as unkind to me as he ever was. 


Leonard. 

[Angrily,] I ! 

ZOE. 

Yes I And, with all his faults, ho did try to take 
care of me — tjukeep me from jiarm. [Her eyes ablaze^ 
My Odd, what have you done ? • 

[They remain confrontfng one another for a 
moment lodhout sjmiking. Then he turns 
aivay ahntpily and ^ncks up his hat and 
cane, iShe runs after him and clvigs to 
him. 

ZoE. 


No, no; don’t be hasty, 
•mean it — ^ — 


I didn’t mean it — F didn’t 


Leonard. 


[Endeavouring to freehinuself] J-iet me go- 


ZOB,* 

Ah, no ! I’m not well to-day- 


Leonard. 

I’ll come back when you’re better tempered. 

‘ ZOE. 

I aw better tempered. Look I it’s all over. [Coaxing 
him to give up his hat and ca 7 ie.] Jjenny — l^nny dear 
— Lenny — [Placing the hat and sane upon the writing* 
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tahle^ she takes her handkerchief from her hag and dries 
her eyes. He sits in the arm-chair near the glazed door 
sxdkily^ 11a, ba ! Now you're beginniDg to see what 
sort of a time poor Theo had with me. 

Leonaud. 

Oh, can’t you leave off talking about him^ for a 
single second I 

, ZOE. 

\Oomi'iiuj to h'iyi meeklyJ] I l>eg your *^ardon, t*ear. , 

, Leonard. 

You’ve got that fellow on the brain. 

ZOE. 

[Standmg hehxnd Am.] You started it, by telling 
Yno of la.st night. 

Leonard. 

Why the deuce shouldnH I tell you of last night ! 
Do sit down. [She sits near Am, wpon the faiiteuiU 
8iool?[ I can’t mal^o you out, Zo. This woman’s only 
what we’ve been waiting for. I’ve said all along he’d 
soon give you an opportunity of divorcing him. She 
completes youii case for you. 


ZoE. 

\Pxdly!\ Yes. 

Leonard. ^ 

[Grumbling^ You ought to be tremendously obliged 
to J im for being the first to open your eyes — my eyes 
too — ^to what’s going on Instead of which, you’re 
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upset by it. And now, because Pve seen Blundell 
and the lady together, I’m favoured by hearing Mr. 
B. described as a model husband 

ZoB. 

[To silence Aim.] Ah — ! 

Leonard. 

[Changing hi^ tcyne!\ When do you intervii^ your 
la^ey ers % ^ * 

ZOE. 

1 — I haven’t written to them yet. 

Leonard. 

You were to do it after I left you on Monday. 

\ ZoE, 

I — I’ve been feeling so cheap, Len, 

Leonard. 

[iri^A a short hmgh.] We shall ho grey-haired 
befoi*e we're married, at thi.s rate. [^She lags her hand 
071 his a^easinglg, lie retains her ha'nE.'\ J believe 
you’ll have to go thi^pugh the form of trying to compel 
Blundell to return to you. Of course, ho’ll refuse. 
Meanwhile we must have the lady’s house watched — 
or Blundell’s flat. I shouldn’t be surpiised if* he’d 
arrange that part of the business with you, to save 
troiible and expense. Drop a line to Maxwell’s to-day^ 
will you ? 
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Zos. 

\phedimtly,'\ Yes. 

Leonard. 

Or riog them up. You’ll he able to get out to- 
morrow — or one of them would wait on you. 


' Yes. 


ZOE. 


Leonard. 

^ I 

Tliat’s right, old "iriie. Kiss me \The^ kxsa quickly 
ami cauUon^hjy unihoui ardour,'] Sorry. 


ZoE. 

\l\miimj to Idrn and hmeriny her voice ahnoai to a 
whisper.] Lenny 

l^EONAllD. 

What ? 

ZOE. 

Don’t forget — Perugia. 

Leonard. 

[In an cn^ihnrst,] Oh, yes— curse the place! — ^let’s 
forgot Perugia. I was off my hejxd there. 1 behaved 
like a blackguard. You needn’t be continually throw- 
ing it in my teeth. 

ZOE. 

No, no; I’m not scolding you again. [GenUip] What 
I mean is — your breaking your word to me at Perugia 
— staying in the same hotel 
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Well? 


ZOE. 


If Theodore’s solicitors got hold of that 


Leonard. 

[Ridfig and walkiny away^ Yes, hut they won’t get 
hold of it. 

ZoE. 

{ Twisting hei^elf round toumrhs h ini | .Voii roinornber 
our lueeling Claud ]jOwensteiii at^tho railway station 
at Arezio ? • 

Leonard . 

I explained to him that my being in the train with 
you was pure chance. I made that s(/^iare. 


ZoE. 

• Ho was going on to Perugia — to the Hrufani. 
[A’isi/?(/.] Ho may have been suspicious — ho may have 
iiupiired 

Leonard. 

Even that little swine wouldft’t tell tales. 


ZoE. 

[Co?nmg to him.\ Then there’s Lena— they might 
pump Lena 

Leonard. 

» • 

My dear girl, all this would be very terrible if 
lilundell wasn’t as anxious to get rid of you as we are 
to get rill of him. No, you take my word for it — he 
won’t defend. His game i.s to b^ free at any price. 
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ZoE 

To marry again perhaps ! 


Probably, 


Leokaud. 


ZoE. 


[Clenchimj her hMds,] Ah, no ^ 


IjiEOXARD. ^ 

[////? hrow (hirkeniiiy atfain,] JDoe.^’t tha$^ ploai>e 
you There’s no satisfying you, Zoe. \She leares him 
and paces ^*he room distracted I y, | A miiuite ago you 
were fnglitenod lest he should bo ruined by Mrs. 
Annjrly ! 

« Zoe. 

[On the lefL^ 1— I couldn’t bear the idea of another 
woman being a better wife to him than I was! 1 
couldn’t bear it, Lenny ! « 


Leonaud. 

Why, what concern would it be of yours ? 

Zoe, 

[If'tiA a (ifSlare^ as the ylazed door opens,] S.«sh ! 

• [Warren apjjears, 

Warren. 

[7b Zoe.] I begyourpai don, ma’am — Mr. Motti-am * 


Zoe 

[i/llei'iny a little, eayei' Ah I 
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He’ll call again, ma’am, if you’re engaged. 
ZoE. 

Did you say I — I’d anybody with me ? 

^ Warren. 


9 » 


No, ma’am. 


ZoE. 


[!Aftei'^a sliyfu jkih 8% — indicathty the adjoiiiiny 
room.] Is that room still covered up i 


Yes, ma’am. 


Warren. 

ZOE. 


Well — shew him in there fur the moment. 

Warren. ^ 

Yes, ma’am. [//e withdraws^ closiny the door. 


ZoE. 

[To Leonard, ia a Imo rotcc] He’d better not find 
} ou hei e so early. 

^ Leonard. 

[Aho dropping his,voice^ iestily,'] Why need you 
bother yourself with old Peter this morning ? 

• ZOE. 

[Bringing Leonard his hat and cam ] I haven’t seen 
him since January. Don’t look so cross. [CJareasiny 
his cheek,] Are you engaged to luneh anywhere ? 
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Leonard. 


ZOE. 


Will you eat your lunch with me? 

[lie MorZs. She tahee a powder^pvff from her 
hatj loohivfj into the hand-min'ory 

hurriedly removes the traces of ier tears. 
While she is thus occupied, Leonard 
hsteos at the nearer door on the rnjht. 

« 

LhOVAHl). 

f 

[Leaviy fj the door — m a He’s thci e. 

[ VV^ARREN reajtpeurs. 

WAKIinN. 


[To Zuk.] ,Mr. 
ma’am. 

1’liank you. 


Mottram is in the next room, 


ZOE. 

[ W A R REN with draws, 

ZoE. 


[To l.EONARD, in a whisper, accompanying him to 
the ifla':€d fZoor] Go into the Park and sit under 
the trees. Blow a, kiss for me to all the kiddies. 
[She icatches him disappear dovm the corridor. Then, 
ha^^inij closed the glazed door, she o^yens the further 
door on ih^rightl\ Peter ! 


Peter. 

[OhZ oj sight.] My dear lidy ! 


ZoE. 

[Gouhj into the nert room ] Why on eaith have 
tliey puL }Ou into this dismal loom! Come into the 
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light. ^Returning with him^ her arm tucked through 
Aw.] Oh, my dear Peter — my dear Petei- 1 

Peteu. 

Ah, yes, yes, yes ! A nice way to serve a pal ! 

ZOE. 

{Closing the door,'] How did you ? 

Peteu. 

Jim Mallandain dropped in at tho r^ce this 
morning. [Theij leave the door.] He travelled with 
you from Pans on Sunday. 

ZoE. 

1 collided with him at the Gare du Nord. 

• 

Petek. 

And this is Wednesday ! 

ZoE. 

{Withdrawing her arm,] I funked sen<]^ng for you; 
that's a fact. 

Petek. 

Funked it ? 

ZoE. 

{With the air oj a child in disgra/ce.] Your letters to 
me have been awfully sweet, but I know you despise 
me for making a muck of things. 



94 MID^CHANNEL 

Plter. 

[Protest mgli/,] Ah, Mrs. Zoel 
ZOE 

An<l I'm rather a sick rabbit, Peter. [Turning 
atoag,] A sick rabbit has only one desire — to hide 
in its burrow. [Pacing Aim.] My heart ^bounded 
' when you were announced, though. 


, Peter, 

f Follovoing Jier.] You don't look very fit. Seen a 
doctor ? 


. ZoE. 

I've let Lc*na call in Rashleigh, to humour her 
[sittiug on the settee on the right] and IVe promised to 
swallow his pig-wash. 

Peter. 

What's he say ? 

ZoE. 

(Jhilly, but — [iHiising her eges to between our- 
selves ? 


Honour. 


Peter. 


ZoE 

[With quivering lips.] Life, dear old chum! 


Peter. 

[Tenderlg.] Ain't much in it ? 
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Zos. 

Damn little, [^l^atting her hair hack from her brow.'] 
Phew! Can’t sleep, Peter. 

Peter. 

Ob, lor! 

' ZOE,. 

J tumble into bed at twelve — one — two. , I ^^et 
an hour’s stupjr, from sheer fatip^ue, and then J’in 
wRie a^ake — thinking! Then, dressing-gown and 
slippers and the cigarettes ; and 'then it s to and fro, 
up and down — smoke — smoke — smoke— often till the 
servants start brushing the stairs. No gauio, eh ? 

Peter. 

How long has this ? 

ZoE. 

It began at — [checking herself]^ oh, a devil of a 
while. [With a shiver,] But I’m woise now I’vo t-ot 
foot again in this house. > 

Peter. 

j 

[tlyeing her keenly^ (iho.sts ? [A voiding his gaze^ she 
etret/Chea out Jwr hand towards the cigarette bojr,^ He 
wmhes the box beyond her reach, tShe makes a grimace. 
There iS a f^u8e.\ Zoe 


WeU? 


Zoe. 
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PmiR. 

[DelibercUeli/,] Why shouldn’t you pick up the 
pieces ? 

Zo£. 

Pick up — the pieces ? 


Peter. 

p You and Theoflore. 

ZoB. 

Oli—don’t be — funny, Peter. 

Peter. 

I’m not funny ; I’m as serious as the clown at the 
circus, [Anoi/ie7* Write to him — or give me 

a message to t'.ke to him. See him. 

[She gets to her feet and attempts to pass 
Peter, He detains her and shs sinks 
back anmig her pillows. 

ZoE. 

Ha, ha ! You ridiculous man ! \FainUy,] Pick up 
the pieces ! As if thivt were possible * 

t Peter. 

Oh, the valuable family china is in a good many 
fnvgments, I admit. But there ore the fragments, 
lyin’ on the carpet. They can be collected, fitted 
together. 

Zoe. 

\With a sudden gesture of en^rea^y.] Ah, for God’s 
sake, Peter 1 
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Peteh. 

Why, I*m suggestin' nothin' unusual. 

ZoE. 

[Repeating her gesture,^ Sssh ! 

% Peter. 

Go into the homes of three-iafths of the married 
people you know — I know — ;anfl you’ll find j»onie 
iiifposin* specimens of porcelain that won’t bear 
inspectin’ very narrowly. 

ZoE. ' 

[Waving the subject awayi\ Sssh, sssh! 

Peter. 

Only yesterday afternoon I was callin’ at a house 
in — never mind the district. I was wanderin’ round 
ilie drawin’-room, lookin’ at the hrw-h-hrac, and there, 
on a Louis Quatorze console-table, were as handsome 
a pair of old Chinese jars — genuine Mings — as ever 
I’ve met with. Such a. sooperb^laze they’ve got, such 
depth o’ colour! They appear to be priceless, peifect, 
till you examine ’em closely; and then — ! My dear 
2<be, thejj’re cnicked; they’ve both had a»nasty knock 
at some time or another; they’re scarred shockin’ly 
with rivets and cement. And while I was sheddin’ 
tears over ’em, in sailed madam, smilin and holdin’ 
8ut her hand to me — she’d been upstairs, rubbin’ 
carmine on her lips 


ZoE. 

[Jn a Tnwmtw.] You horror I 
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Peter, 

ITow kind of me to call — and how wild Tom ’ud be 
at mihsin’ me! To the casual observer, she’s the 
happiest woman goin* ; and Tom, who strolled in just 
as I was leavin’, might be the most domesticated of 
husbands. You follow me? You grasp the poetic 
allegor}' ? Those faulty old Mings are emblematic of 
^he establishment they adorn. Mr. and Mi-s. Tom 
fell ou^ yeais ago; they turned against each other 
one fine day — in mid-Uhnnnol — and hadn't the sense 
to kiss and be friends on landin’ ; their lives are as 
damaged as those wounded crocks of theirs on the 
console-table. [Persuasively.] Well, but ain’t it wiser 
to repair the broken china, rather tlnm chuck the bits 
into the dust-bin ? It’s still .sliow^y and eiVective at a 
distance ; and Ifliero aie cases — raie, but they exist — 
wJiero the mendin’s been done so neatly that the 
flaws are almost impel cepliblo. [Seatimj himselj 
opposite ZoE.] Zoe 

ZoE. 

[vl/wOvS^ inaudibly.] Yes, Peter ? 

r. Peter, 

[Leaniny foi^ward.] 1 behove yours is one of the 
cases — youi’s and 'J’heodoreV — where the mendin’ 
would be exceptionally successful. 

Zoe, 

What do you —what do you mean ? 

Peter, 

]\Iy dear, old Theo is as miserable over this aflTair 
as you arc, 
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Peter. 

Oil, no, it ain’t nonsense. 

ZoE, 

W“what makes you think that ? 

Petek. 

Between ourselves? 

ZoE. 

[J note of eufjenie^H in her ?*o/ce.J lloiiour, 

t • 

PbTEIl. 

He shows it in all manner o’ ways. No^'locts his 
business — ain’t much good at it when ho doesn’t — 
IS losin’ his giip — looks confoundedly ill — is ill. 
Altogether he’s a different man from the man ho 
was, even when matters were at boilin’ point hero. 


ZoE, 


\^LocJcing and unlocking her fingers.'] ^Joes ho ever— 
speak of me ? 

* Peter 

Oh, lor’, yes. 

• Zoe. 

N*not kindly ? 


Peter. 


Very. Very kindly. 
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[^After a silence^ as ij in paini\ Oh—! [She rieee^ 
passes him,, and goes to the other side of the room where 
shs moves Jrom one piece of furniture to cmoiher aim- 
lessly,] W-what’s he say about me ? 

Peteu, 

#*• 

•[Not turning,'] Frets about you — wonders how 
youVe g^ittin* along — wonders as to the state of your 
finances — can’t, bear tKo idea of your bein’ the 
least^jinched — want^? to help you. 

ZoE. 

He’s extremely generous ! 

4 

Peteh. 

Thco ? Never was anythin’ else. 

ZoE. 

[ Her eyes flashing,] I lis own expenses must be pretty 
considerable just now, too ! 

Peter. 

[Pricking up his ears^ Must they ? [Withg>.*eat art* 
Why ? * 

ZoE. 

Oh, do you imagine I live with wool in my ears ? * 

Peter. 

[Over his shoulder] Wool ? 
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ZoE. 

This woman he*s continually with. [Peter's face is 
still averted frmn Zoe, At this juncture his eyes open 
widely and his mouth shapes to a whistle.^ 'J'his — Mi-s. 
— Mrs. — what's her name — Annerlyl [/V-tcin#/ the 
room.] A notorious woman — a woman without a shred 
of chaAicter — an any-man's woman 

Petek, 

* [SeAlmy his features awl turning His chair towards 
Zoe — in a tone of expostulation.^ Oh 1 

Zoe. 

A baby-faced thing — seven years younger than 1 
am 1 Precisely the class of goods a man of Theo's age 
flies at 1 

Peter. 

• Oh — oh 1 

Zoe. 

Thefre rather costly articles, aren't they ? 

Peter. 

My dear Mrs. Zoe- 


ZoE. 

Oh, don't you pretend to be so innocent, •Peter ! 
*You know jolly well he's all over the place with her. 
They were at Hurlingham together Saturday week. 

Peter. 


\CooUy.'\ I deasay. 
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ZoE. 

Anil they dine tcle-a-tete at the Savoy, Ritz’s, the 
Carlton 

Peteu, 

Who supplies the information ? 

• ZOE. 

They Vere at the Carlton last night. 

Petek. 

Who’s told you that ? 

ZOE. 

L ’ [She pulls herself up. 

Peter 

[Curiously.^ Who? 

ZOE. 

[^foisteni7Uj| Jm' lips.’\ Oh, I — I first heard of it all 
from Jim Mallandain, lie was full of it on board the 
boat on Sunday, , 

Peter. 

Was he ? [Pismg lazily,] A busy gentlema)^ — Jim. 

ZoE. 

It was Jim who met them at Hurlingham — had tea. 
with ’em. 

Peter. 

[Curiously again,] But it can’t bo Jim who’s blabbed 
about lust night. 
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ZoE. 

Why? 

Peter. 

[fShrug<ji7ig hia ahoiddera,] Ho happened to mention 
this mornin’ that he was with a party at J ules\ 

^ ZoE. 

[Confuaed,^ N-no, it isn’t from Jim Vvo got thfit, 
I — [throwhig heraelf htto the arm-chair near the glazed 
fioor.J^Oh, but really it’s a matter of i^iipreine indiller- 
enco to me, l*eter, my dear toy, whom Theodoio 
entertains at the Carlton, or whom he entertains at 
his flat 

Peteiu 

[Couimg to her*"] My dear Zoe • 

ZoE« 

• [LaaghiJig heartily,'] Ha, ha, ha ! llisflat! I hear 
it’s quite sumptuous. After his pathetic yearnings 
for peace and quiet in a garret, ho sets up, within 
a month of our separating, in an enormous flat in 
Cavendish Square I I received tliat bit of nows when 
I was in Florence. I — I was intensely amused. Oh, 
let him wallow in his precious flat 

* Peter. 

[Argumentatively,] My dear lady— 

Zoe. 

[ller hand to her brow, exhauated.] Ah, drop it 
Peter ; drop it 1 
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Peter, 

I ask you — a liberal-minded person — what *iid be- 
come of friendsliip as an institootion if men and women 
couldn t bo pals without havin’ the — the — what-d’ye- 
call-it — the tongue of scandal wagged at ’em ? The 
world ’ud be intolerable. It ain’t all marmalade as it 
is ; but if a follow can’t take the fresh air in the com- 
j^iny of a female at lluilingham, or give her a bite o’ 
food at K rostaurjint 

yjhr head wjain^^ the hack of her chair ^ her eyea 
closed,] Alj^, la, la, la! 

Peter. 

As for this — er— this Mrs. Annerly 

[He (ujfdii 2>ari<ea hia mouth and is evidently 
%n a difficulty. 


ZoE. 

[Her eyea still ahuU] Well? 

Peter. 

It*s true she chucked Annerly for another chap. I 
don’t condone an act of that description— except that 
I knew Annerly, and if ever there was a dull dog 

ZoE. , 

Was he duller than Theo? 

Peter. 

Oh, go on with yer ! And since then ihe’s been a 
irille — flighty — ^perhaps, now and again ; [with a yulp] 
but to day she might be your maiden aunt. 
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ZOE. 

[Dreamily,] You humbug, Petor! 

Peter. 

[Sitlmg beside her upon the fmiteuil stool,] Oil, I’m 
not maintainin' that Ave men always select our women 
pals froiji the right basket. I’m not say in’ that we 
don't make asses of ourselves occasionally, sometimes* 
from sentiment, sometimes from vanity, son^etimea 
frqpi — ^^rious causes. But thfi same lymark applies 
to you women over your men-pajs. [lAiying a hand 
on her arm,] For instance — [she oj)eti8 her^eyes] for 
instance, here you are, throwin’ stones at old Theo 
with regard to Alice Annerly. [Significantly,] My 
dear, there are a few panes o' glass in the house you 
live in, bedr in mind. • 

[She sits upright^ looking at him, 

• ZOE. 

In the house — I ? 

Peter. 

[Gravely] Mrs. Zoe, what you did when you were 
under your husband’s protection is one thing ; what 
you do new is another bag o' nuts entiifly. And a 
woman situated as you ai’e ought to be careful of 
retainin’ a cub among her intimates. 

t 

Zoe. 

A cub? 


Cub. 


Fetee. 
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ZOE, 

[A 2 )]jre/i€nsivel^,] To whom — are you alluding? 


Peteiu 

Lenny Ferris, 

ZoE. 

L — enny ? 

, l^ETEll. 

ft ain’t a»i agreeable job, pitcbin’ intoi a fallow 
you’ve been on good teimswith ; but the factremairih 
— to piii* it mildly — that Master Lenny’s a btoopid, 
bl linden n* cub. 

ZOE. 

[llauijhiily'^bui ^xd}ntatinijly.^ He’s nothing of tlie 
kind. What has he done that you should abuse him ? 

PhTEn. * 

It’s ho who told you that ’J’heodoie wils at the 
(Markon last night, ain’t it ? \^lSh^ drops her eyes, ^ Peen 
here this moruin’ ? ^ 

ZoE. 

[Raising s^er eyes^ boldly,] Yes. 

t 

Peter, 

H’m 1 The sick rabbit doesn’t hide in her burre/tv 
from everybody. 

ZoE. 

H — how ? 
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Peter. 

J saw your lips make an L just now, before you coukl 
put the stopper on. 

ZoE. 

Ha, ha! You ought to have been a professional 
detective. 

Peter, i 

[Scowling Feiris has kept yut of iny way lately, 
or i. • 

ZoE. 

If he has run in here for a moment — toasi! whether 
I’m back — is there anything particularly cubbish in 
that ? 


Petlu. 


- It wasn’t t/iat I was refcrrin’ to. 


N — no? 


ZOE. 


Peter. 

I was reforrin’ to his havin’ thi damned presumption 
to dance attendance on you in Italy. 


^ ZoB. 

[Aghast^ I — Italy? 

Peter. 

He was at Perugia while you were theie. 


ZOE. 


Oh — Perugia 
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Peter 

[With a 8hrn(f,'\ And other places, 1 assoom. 

ZoE. 

[After a panse^ piullimj herself together.^ H — ho! 

Petkr. J And who supplies the iriloi mation ? 
[l^ETEii tcaves the qneaiion from him.^ LoweiTjstein, by 
• any chance — Claud Loweiistein? looking do um 

his is silent. Sh^ rise^ and walks away from him.^ 
The hound— t^the little hound ! 


Pji-TER. 

Lowenstein came across you both at some railway 
station. He arrived at Perugia the day you left. 


[Pacing the room on the right, ^ The contemptible 
little hound 1 

Peter, 

lie put up at the Brufani too. 


• ZOE, 

[Stojynng in her walk — under her h*eath,^ Ah ! 

' f 

Peter. • 

Master Lenny might at least have had the common 
decency to quarter himself at another hotel. * 


ZOE. 

The — the Brufani is the most comfortable — the — 
A pause.] 1 — 1 suppose it %ms thoughtless of Lenny. 
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ZOE. 

]Apj)roaching Peter.] Does — Tlieodovo — know ? 

Peter. 

[N'odding.] Lowenstein went to him with it. 

ZoE, 

Ha, ha ! A busy gentleman — Chaiul}^ Lowcnfitoin 
[Falirn'ingly.] It — it was all my fault, Petoi? If — if 
anybody’s to blame, 1 am. I — 1 wrote to the boy from 
Florence — complaining of feeling lonely 

Peter. 

That doesn’t excuse him. 

ZOE. 

[Touching Peter’s shoulder with the tips of her 
fingers.] What — what does Theodore ? 

^ Peter. 

He’s savage. 

ZoE. 

• Savage ? 

Peter. 

[Riaing.\ He’d like to punch Ferris’s head— as I 
should. 
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ZoE. 

[/71 a low voice,] Savage — ! [Slowly,] He — he's 
jealous, then ? [A shrvy fromVKi^n, IJereyesliyld 
up.] Jealous! [A patfse.] Peter — no man's jealous 
over a woman — unless he — unless he cares for her I 
[PluckifKj at his sleeve,] Peter. 

Peter. 

Y(>ji’ve heard me say old Theo's miserable — des- 
perately wretched. ' 

ZoE. 

lie — lie's grown fond of me .again — fond of me ^ 

Peter. 

My dear, yeu and he have never left 00* bein' fond 
0 ’ one another, actually. As I warned you, you’ve 
only been toshin’ about, both of you, on a bit o' 
troubled watei. 

[*.S7iC stares at him for a moment vut/i \ui 
e f pf esstonle^ts fare aiul theUy as if st a ^rfed^ 
seats herself in the chair on the left of the 
oblong Udde. 

Peter. 

[Standinlf before hei\] Well, at any rate, • you'll let 
this Italian business lie a lesson #to you not to rush at 
conclusions respectin' other people. So, come now ; 
w ou't you try to patch it up ? I'll bet my noo hajt, 
Theodore’ll meet you half-way. [Urgently.] Zoe I 

ZoE. 

[Locking and unlocking her fingers again!] Petei - . » 
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Peter. 


Eh? 


ZOE. 


Your Mr. and Mrs. Tom — the world pci haps never 
heaid of their fall-out. 


What o' that ? 


Peter. 

ZoE. 


Everybody is aware of the Ff)lit between rue and 
TI180. •• 

Peter. 

Everybody ’ A handful ’ Jlesides, nothin’ is even 
a nine days’ wonder in these tunes. [J Will 

you do it ? 

• ZoE. 

[Svddenh/^ starting ny and iralking av:ay to the left ] 
Oh, no, no, no ! I can’t — I can t ! 


Peter. 

[Following her,] Can’t ? 


ZoE. 

[Ifelplesshj,^ I can’t, Peter I 
* Peter. 

J^Taking her by the arms.'] Oh — ! 

ZoE. 

I — I mean I — Pm sure it wouldn’t answer — I’m 
sure 
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Peteb. 


My dear girl 

ZoE. 

[Piieonaly,'] Ah, don’t — don’t ! [Escaping from him 
and crossing to the right,"] Oh, leave me alone ! 

[Warren ente^'s at the glazed door, 

Warren. 

[To ZoE.] Mias Pierpoint is downstairs, ma’am, 
ZoE. 

[Seizing upon the interruption,] Ah, yos I 
Warren, 

I’m to give yon her love, ma’am, and if it isn’t 
convenient for you to see her 

ZoE. 

It is — it is — quite convenient — quite. [Warren 
withdraws, closing tli'' door,] I’m awfully sorry, my 
dear Peter, but this child wants to consult me about 
something— something important. [Giving him her 
harids,] I must kick you out. You don’t Teel hurt, 
do you ? 

Peter 

[Rmfidly,] Confound Miss Pierpoint ! Zoe 

ZoE, 


What? 
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Peteb. 

You’ll think it over ? 


1^3 


ZOE. 

[Putting her Jtand to hie Ah 1 


Petek. 

[Holding her handJ] No, no. Think it^over. Atik, 
mo to dine with you one night next week. » 


ZoE. 

Monday — Tuesday- — ? 


Monda)*. 


l^ETEK. 

ZOE. 


[Artfully,] Ah, but I shall lay in a chaperon for 
tlie occasion. 


Petek. 

Rats! How can I talk to you before a chaperon ? 

# 


ZoE. 

Ha, h^i, ha, ha * [She rune to the glaztd floor ^ opens 
it, andy going intc» tfie corridoTy calls loudly and 

excitedly,] Ethel — Ethel — Ethel ! [ETUETraji^eare 

in the corridor and ZoF. embraces her vnth an excess of 
warmth,] My dear Ethel! My dear child! [They 
Idee^ What ages since weVe seen each otlior ! 
[Bringing Ethel into the room.] You know Mr. 
Mottram ? 
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[Going to Peteb.] Oh, yeft. 

Peteb. 

I Shaking hmuh with her,^ J low-d'ye-do. Miss Pier- 
point — and au rovoir, 

Ethel. 

[Ah, he mox^es tovmrds the glazed t/oor.] I’lu not 
driving you a\v«»y ? 

Peteb. 

I forgi'^e you. 

[7/e rejoins Zoe w/io is near the door. Ethel 
lags her sunshade upmi the vyritmg-iahle. 


Zoe. 


[To Peter.] Monday night ? 

Peter. 


Monday night. 

Zoe. 

Half-past eight, 

Peter 


[At the door, dropping his voice.] A chapei'OU ? 

Zoe. 

[Mockinghh] Tlie proprieties ! 

Peter 

You cat ! [7/e goes. 
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ZOE. 

[Closintj the door!] Ila, ha! [She leans xreanly 
against the door for a moment ami again puts her 
hair from her brow. Her manner now becomes strained, 
artificial j dihtrait. She adiances to Ethel.] Now, 
then! [Ethel fnrns to her.\ l^et me have a good 
squint at you. How's your (lear mother ? 

Ethkl. 

[Who is pale and sadAooking^\ Mother’s flonl’isliing. 
\iieavi9ig the wriUng‘tahle.\ You’re not> angry with me 
for rushing you at this houi ? 

ZoE. 

Isn’t this our old hour for a chat ? 

Ethku 

We woie at ^Lidamo Levine’s yesterday — mother 
^nd 1 — ordeiuig I'rocks, and Camille, the skirtmaker, 
told us }ou w(*re hack. Zoe, how unkind you’ve l^eon. 

ZoE. 

Am I in your bad books ? 


Ethel. ^ 

Why tiave you treated us no hon idly ? 

Zoe. 

* Well, my dear child, the fact is — ilie fact is it 
suddenly dawned on me that perhaps jour mothfu* 
mightn’t consider me any longer a suitable pal foi her 
daughter. 
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Ethel. 

[Proteatingly.'l Oh! 

ZoE. 

Heaps of folks, you know, hayen^t much use for 
single inarriecl -women. 

ETHfili. 

But we both showed you that our sympathies were 
on your side ! 

4 ZoE. 

Yea, we often sympathise with people we wouldn't 
touch with the end of a wet umbrella. 

f 

Ethel. 

[Comimj cloae^ to Zoe.] So that’s the reasqn you left 
oh* answering my letters ! 

Zoe. 

C’ certainly. 

Ethel, 

And why wo hear of your return through fat old 
Camille! [Finger mg ({jewel at Zoe’s neck,] You’ve 
had a pleasant time abroad ? 

ZoE, 

[7\ik{ng Ethel’s face between her handsy abruptly,] 
Ilow tliin your face is, Ethel ! 

Ethel. 

[Vaung at Zoe.] Your cheeks ai*e not as round os 
they were. 
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ZOK. 

[{wading Ethel to the settee on the right] I caught 
a rotten chill on board the boat and have been beastly 
seedy. [Putting Ethel on the settee.] WJuit's wrong 
with you ? That’s a dreary note I've had from you 
this morning. 

“ • Ethel. 

[Tracing a pattern on the floor with the poin^ of her 
shoe.] Now I’m with you, 1 — I ^an’t 


ZOE. 

[Looking down upon her.] You want advice, you say. 

Ethel. 

[Tremulously.] Yes. 

ZOE. 

• Or a good shaking. 

Ethel, 

I — I suppose I ought to be ashamed of myself for 
being so, but I — I’m very unh^py, Zoo. 

ZoE. 

Unhajlpy ? 

* Ethel. 

It’s no use my attempting to talk to mother. 
Slother’s a person who prides herself on her level- 
headedness. Anybody with a fixed income and a 
poor circulation can be level-headed ! It only means 
you’re fish-like. But you — ^you’i^ warm-blooded and 
human " * t 



ii8 

MW-CHANNEL 

Well? 

ZOE. 

Z-Zoe 

Ethel. 

Yes? 

ZOE. 


Etuel. 

[Ue't eyes on the (jroiiml.l Did you ever suspect that 
thoic was any filing between Mr, Ferns and uje? ^ 

. 

ZOE. 

[dalmhjy sV^adyiny herselj.] Mr. Ferris — and you? 

An attachment. 

Ethel. 


ZoE. 

[With affected astonishmevt,] My dear cliild ! 


Etjiel. 

\LooJcin(/ ? 7 ).] Oh,*' don’t keep on cjillin" me 

“chiliDM T’m nearly bix-and-t^\enty. [lakiny Z{:>e"s 
hands,] Didnit you ever guess? 


Zo£. 

He — he always 
here. 

seemed delighted to meet you 


Ethel. 

He’s one of your 
you about me ? 

“ boys ” — hasn't he ever talked to 
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ZoK* 

Of course^ frequently* 

Ethel. 

Never as if he were — in love with me ? 


• ZoE. 

[Withdrawing her luinds.^ I — I can*t say that it—* 
struck me 

Ethel. 

[Dejectedly.] You didn’t know, ^^erhaps, that at the 
beginning of tl»e year — before you went ^iway — lie 
was a great deal in Sloane Street ? 


• ZOE. 

Why, yes, he used to have tea with }Ou arul your 
'mother sometimes, didn’t he ? [l^urning from Ethel. | 
^ow did 1 hear that ? 

Ethel, 

[Hanging her head,] Very often ho came early in 
the afternoon — by arrangement with mo — while 
mother was resting. * 

ZOE* 

[Wiih^ fuird laugh j] Ha, ha I Ethel f 
Ethel, 

• Yes, worthy of a vulgar shop-girl, wasn’t it V* 

ZoE 

[Silting in the chair oppoeile Ethel,J He — he ranruj 
early in the afternoon——? 
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Ethel. 

And we sat together in the firelight. I*m sure he 
loved me, Zoe — then. 

ZoE. 

[^Breathing heavily,^ And — and you ? 

Ethel. 

' [//er elhowa on her knees, hiding Iver fcuse in her 
ha7ifls,\ Oh, T^m a fool -an awful fool ! 

. r ‘ 

Zoe. 

\^Aftei' a silence.^ Did he ever — hint — at mar- 
riage ? [Ethel nods without uncovering her /ace.] He 
did j 

Ethel. 

[Raising her head.\ Well, we got as far as agreeing 
that n small house in the country, near his aunt, 
would be an ideal state of existerjce. [MirtJdessly.^ 
Ha, ha, ha I And there matters broke off. 

Zoe. 

What — what ? , 

Ethel. 

All of a suj^den there was a change — a change in 
his manner towards me. He still called on us, but 
not so regularly ; and by degrees his visits — ceased 
altogether. passes her hand across her eyes angrily 
and, stamping her foot, rises and moves to the other side 
of the rooin.\ The last time I spoke to nim was one 
morning in the Row. Mother and 1 were walking 
and we came face-to-face with him. That was at the 
end of February. He was out of sorts, he said, and 
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was going into Devonshire. I presume he went. 
\Tuming to ZoE toAo, with parted lips, is staring 
gmltily at the carpetS\ He's in London now, though. 
I SAW him about a fortnight ago at the Opera. I was 
ivith the Ormeroda, in their box ; he w’as in the stalls. 
[Toiiching Zoe's 8Jwidder.\ Zoe 


Yea? 

He’s so altered. 
Altered ? 


Zoe. 
Ktiiel. * 
Zoe. 
Etuel, 


In his jfppearance. 
fresh-looking he was ? 

• Y-yes. 


You recollect how boyish and 
Zoe. 

Ethel. 


All that’s gone. He’s become — oh, but I dare fviy 
you’ve seen him since you’ve bjen home ? 


Zoe. 

J-just*for a minute or two* 
Ethel. 

You must have noticed ? 


Zoe. 


N-now you mention it 



Z22 


MID^CHANNEL 
Ethel. 

I watched him through the opera-glass several times 
during the evening, [dimply,] He looks like a lost 
soul. 

ZoE. 

I — IVe never — ha, ha ! — IVe never made the 
acquaintance of a lost — ha, ha! 

4 

• Ethel. 

4 

[After apatse.] Zoo, do you think anytliing Kaa 
happened to Lenny, Fen is? 


Il-happened ? 
Anything ba<5. 
Lad ? 


ZOK. 

Ethel. 

ZoE. 

PIthel. 


Men^s lives are constantly being wrecked by racing, 

or cards, or \Ji(^f turmng from Zoe.) Oh, I 

oughn't to know about such things, but one doesn't 
live in the dark — he may have got mixed up with 
some woman of the wrong sort, mayn't he ? 

• 

Zoe. 

[Tiismr/ quickly and walking away to the left!\ I — I 
really can’t discuss topics of that kind with you, 
Ethel. 

Ethel, 

[Wistfully.^ No; but if he is in any scrape — any 
entanglement — and one could help him 
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ZOE. 

[At the writing-table^ taking up a bottle of ealte — 
faintly J\ Help him? 

Ethel. 


Save him- 


ZOE. 


[Snifftng the salts,^ How — how romantic you are 1 


Ethel. • 

Am t ! [ Her elbows on the back of t1?e arm-chair by 
the oblong iablcj timidly,] Zoe, woifld it bopoHsihle — in 
your opinion — would it be possible for me to — to see 
him ? 

ZoE. 

[Sitting in the chair at the loriting-table.] See Mr, 
Terris ? 

Ethel, 

[Plucking at the cover of the chair on which she is 
leaning.] Here — in your house — or elsewhere - se(i 
him and offer him my friendship — a sister's friend- 
ship? You could manage it. 

Zoe. 

My — my dear ! 

• Ethel. 

Oh, yes, I'm lacking in dignity, aren't I ! — an3 solf- 
fespect! [Coming forward.] IVe told myself that a 
thousand times. [Warmly,] But there are quite 
enough dignified people in the world without mo; 
and if I could influence Lenny,' anyone might have 
my dignity for twopence. 
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ZoE. 

Influence liim 'i 

Ethel. 

For his good. Oh, I don't want to boast, but I'm 
a strai/'lit, clean girl ; and it may be that, at this 
particular moment of his life, the more he sees of 
women like you and me the better. However, if you 
tell me the idea's improper. I’ll accept it from you. 
\ Ap]fr(h'iching ZoE.] I’ll lake anything from you. 
[A pjyealingly,^^ Ihit don't tell me that, if ]|^)u can 
avoid it. Give me the opportunity, if you can, of 
showing lym that l^m diflerent from most girls — that 
I’m above petty, resentful feelings. [Bending over 
ZoE.] Zoe 

Lena, enters at the further door on the rights carrying 
a silver salver on which are a dose of medicine in 
a medicine glass and a dish of sweetmeats. 


Lena. 


Your med'eine ! [Closing the door'\ Good morning. 
Miss Pierpoint. 

* Ethel. 

Ah, Lena ! 

• Zoe. t 


[To Ethel, rising hastily,^ Excuse me 

[Lena advances and Zoe goes to her and^ 
with a shaking hand, drinks the medicine.* 


Lena. 

[ To Zoe ] Good gracious, how queer you look ! [To 
Ethel ] Hhe’s doing too much to-day. Miss Pierpoint. 
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' to Ethel.] Dr. Rashleigh says she’s frightfully 
slow par. 

Ethel. 


[Picking up her sunshoLtU.^ What a shame of me ! 
[Running to Zoe.] 1 won’t stay another minute. 


ZoE. 

[Sitting on t?ie settee on the 7'ight,] I am a littU 
fatigued. 

^ Ethel. 

I ought to have seen it. 

ZoE. 

I — I’ll write to you. [TJ^ey My love to your 

mother. ^ 

Ethel. 

And when you are well enough ? 


Zoe. 

I’ll ciill upon her. 

Ethel. 

[To Lena, v}ho jn'ecedes her into the corridor !\ No, 
no; stop with Mrs. Blundell. I’m so sorry, Lena-- — 
[Lena and Ethel talk together for a little 
• while in uTulertonee ; then the girl dis- 
appears Lena returns. 


^ Lena. 

[Shutting tha door,'\ iS illy chatterbox ! [Finding Zoi: 
lyiyig at full length upon the settee, her head, buried in 
a pUlow.] Why do you tire yourself like this ? Shall 
1 fetch you some bmndy''< ' 
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ZOE. 


No. 

[LowdTHKj her voice,] 


LhiNA. 

JJfis 111 the houbo {ij^aiii. 


ZoE. 

Who 'i 

JLena* 

Mtv Ken is 

i 

Zoi<]« 

I Raising hersdf*\ Mr, Ferns ’ 


Lena. 

With a jerk of her hewl in the direction of the next 
room. ) In there. \Zoi^ sits upright,] Warren's making 
himself beautiful and Clara answered the door. She 
thought you were by yourself and let him come up. 
[Ai}S,getsto her feet,] 1 was just bringing you your 
med’oinc and met him. [Zoe goes to the writiug-iahley 
takes up the hand-mirror , and puls her hair in order,] 
Lucky I’d heard that Miss Pierpoint was here; lio 
didn’t want to see herxl Another second ! 


Zoe. 

That’ll do. [Calmly,] Take care Pm not interrupted 
again. 

Lena. 

Ah, now ! Mayn’t I get rid of him ? 


Zoe, 

No. [Turning,] Bun away, please. 
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Lena. 

Oh, very good. [Picking up the salver rohich she hm 
placed upmi a piece of furniture near the glazed door. 
you'!! do exactly as you choose, [In the cmndor. 

I declare I’d rather look after a pack of unruly 

child lun any day in the week 

closes the dour. ZoE glances over her 
elrndder^ to assure herself that the toornai\ 
hcbs left the rooni^ and then loith a fierce 
light in her et/esy goes to the nearer door on 
the right and throws it opeli. 

ZOE. 

[Inaluird voice, speaking into the adjoining rooin,] 
I’m alone. 

moves from the door as Leonaiid, still 
carrying his hat and cane, enters. 

Llunaud. 

By George, that was a narrow scjueak ! | Closing 
the door, ] Whatever possessed you to be at home to 
the Pierpoint girl this mornin^^? 

ZoE, 

[Coldly.] I didn’t ^pect you back before lunch. 

Leonard. 

[Putting his hat and cane on the chair at the nearer 
end of the settee on the right.] 1 was talking to a in.iu 
at Victoria Gate and I saw Peter driving away in a 
Taxi [Facing her.] 1 got sick of the Park. [ISeeing 
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that something is amiss. ^ Hallo! \A pauM,'\ Anyone 
been running me down? 

[Sfie admnces to him and^ drawing herself to 
}wT full height, regards him scornfully, 

ZoE. 

[^Making a motion with her ha/nds as if she would 
stmke him.\ You — you — ! [Dropping her hands to her 
side. 1 ,Oli, cruel — cruel — [walking away from him] 
cruel f 

Leokabi). 

What’s cruel ? Who's cruel ? 

ZOE. 

[^At the further end of the room, on the right^ Ah— 
ah 1 ‘' 

Leonard. 

[^Moving to the left.] Oh, come ! Let’s have it out ; 
lot’s have it out. 

ZoE. 

Hssh I Don't raise your voice here. 

Leonard. 

Somebody’^ been talking against me. Ethel Pier- 
point ? - 

ZoE. 

[Coming to the oblong table.] You've behaved 
abominably to this girl. 

Leonard. 

Ho, it is Miss Pierpoiut ! 
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Z0£. 

No, Bhe hasn’t spoken a word against you. But 
she’s opened her heart to me. 


Leokakd. 


[Going to ZoE*] You’ve known all about me and 
ISthel. 

ZoE. 


It’s a lie. How much have I hnown ? I knew that 
yoi# wen® sizing her up, as you expiessSd it; but I 
never surmised that you'd as good as proposed 
marriage to her. * 

Leonard. 


I told you months ago — admitted it — that I’d made 
myself a bit of an idiot over Ethel. *1 fancied you 
tumbled to the state o’ things. 


Zoe. 

Did you ! Why, do you think — maniac as I was 
when you came through to me to Florence ! — do you 
think I’d have allowed you to remain near me for live 
minutes if IM known as much I do now 1 


Leonard. 

Look hdre, Zoe- 

^ ZoE. 

Ob, you’re a cruel fellow! You’ve been cruftl to 
hSr and cruel to me. I believe you’re capable of being 
cruel to any woman who comes your way. Still, 
the fortunate one. Her scratches ’ll heal; but I — 
[sitting at the oblong table and hitting it with her fi$i\ 
1 loathe mj self moi^ than ever — more than ever ! 

X 
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Leonard. 

[After a pavie ] Zoe, I with you^ try to be a little 
fair to me. 


Zoe. 

[rro7iicaUi/.] Fair! 


Leonard. 

Perhaps I ditl go rather further with Ethel Pierpoint 
than 1 led yqu to unuorhtand. 

Zoe. 

Oh 1 

Leonard. 

I own up. Yes, but what piospect was there, when 
I was thick with Ihm*, of your being free of Blundell ? 
None. And wlmt was 1 to yo\i ? Merely a pal of 
yours — one of your “ tame lolauh^' — one of a doz^n; 
and I’d come to a loose end in my life. It was simply 
the fact that there W(is no prospect for me with you 
that drove me to consider whether I Imdn’t liotter 
settle dow’ii to a humdrum with a docent girl of the 
Etliel breed. Otherwise, do you imagine I’d have 
crossed thcT street to speak to another woman? 

[ Leaving yjOT..] Oh, you might cjo me common justice! 

If ciicumstances have made a cad of me, am 
1 all black ? Oan’t you find any good in me ? 
[Turning to her,'] What did I tell you at Perugia ?' 


[RimHj.^ Ah, don't 


Zoe. 
1 
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Leoi^ard 

That I'd been in love with you from the day I first 
met you — from the very moment Mrs. Hope-Coniish 
introduced me to you at SandownI Weill Tsn*t 
there anything to my credit on that snore? Didn’t 1 
keep my secret ? For four yeiirs I kept it ; though, 
with nnitters as they often were hotweeii you and 
Blundell, many a man might have thought you ripe# 
grapes. [Walkimj across to the rujht.^ Only once I 
was otf my guard with you — wh&u I lah^ hold of you 
ana beg Jed you, whatever happened, never to — never 
to 


ZOB. 

\^Leaniny a^jaiust the table ^ her back to him,\ Ila, 
ha, ha ! 

. Leonard 

Yes, and F meant, it ; as Ood hoars me, I meant it. 
If^anybody had told me that aftoinoon that it was T 
who — oh, hang ! [^Sittnui vpoii the settee,] I hit what 1 
want to impress upon you is thaty-if I were (jiiite tlie 
low scoundrel you make me out to be, I shouMirt 
have gone through what I hat% gone through these 
post four years and more. Gieat Scot, it’s been 
nothing ^jut hell — hot hell — all the time ! Four 
whole years of pretqpding 1 was just an ordinary 
friend of yours — heli ! Four years of reasoning with 
n^self — preacliing to myself — belli That llwful 
inonth after Blundell left you — when you'd gone to 
Italy and I was in London — worse than hell ! My 
chase after you — our little tour together— my struggle 
even then to play t he correct game — and I did struggle 
— hell ! And singe then — hell ! [Mis elhotos on his 
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knees, digging his knuckles into his Hell all 

the time ! Hell all the time ! 

\TheTe is a silence, and then, with a look of 
settled determination, she comes * to him 
slowly and lays her hands upon his head, 

Zo£. 

' Poor boy ! Pm sorry I blackguarded you, [Sitting 
in the' chair oppo*tUe to him and speaking in a steady, 

level w»ce.] Len 

, Leonard, 

Eh? ‘ 

ZoE, 

Let’s part, 

' Leonahi), 

[Raising his head, \ Part? 

ZoE 

Say good bye to each other. [Meeting his eyes,'] Go 
back to that girl, 

« Leonard. 

To Ethel ! 

< ZoE. 

Take up with her again. 

liEONABD. 

Oh, stop it, Zo. 

ZoE. 

She’s devoted to you ; and she’s sound right through, 
if ever a girl was. She’s one of the best, Len. 
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Leonard. 
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ZOE. 

Be careful that she doesn’t guess I’ve given Iter 
away, [//e rises impatiently/. She nses with him ami 
holds him by the lapels of his jacket.^ Tell her — she’s 
sure to ask you — tell her that you haven't seen me 
since last Monday, nor had a line from me. Fake up* 
some tale to account for your breaking otf with her — 
yoiiiweae in doubt whether you’d coin enough to 
marry on 

Leonard. 

[ Who has become thouyhtf %iL'\ Zoe 

ZOE. 

Yes? 

Leonard. 

[Looking her fiUl in the face,] Are you giving me 
the boot ? 

Zoe. 

[Releasing him and returning his gaze firmly,] Yes ; 

1 am. 

Leonard. 

[After a paused Oh! [Another pause,] What’s your 
motive ? 

Zoe. 

Motive ? 

Leonard. 

What’s behind all this? 
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[Sirtiply,^ I want you to be bappy, Len — really and 
truly happy. 1 believe ^ou'd stiiiid a jolly good chance 
of being so with Ethel Pierpoint ; never with me. 


And you f 

I? 


Leonakd 


ZoE. 


Leonakd. 


What'fl to become of you ^ What me your plans 
for yourself ? 


ZoE. 

[ J voidiufj his eyes ] Oh, don't you— don’t you worry 
about me. 


Hot! 


Leonakd. 


ZoE. 

\^Xc7'votisly,\ Perh^ips some day — when Theodoie's 
tired of Mrs. Annerly — ha, ha ’ — stranger things have 
happened — ; — 

Leonakd. 

Rot, I bay. [She retreats a Do you think you 

can drum me out like this! [Folloving Aer.] Have 
you got some other \ [He checks himself. 


ZOB. 

[Confronting him»\ Borne other 
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Oh, never mind. 
Out with it ! 


ZoE 

Leonard. 


Borne other fancy*man in tow ? 


^h 1 You brute ! [IJiiting hxyn in the chesiJ] You 
brute r [Throwing hersplj into the arm-chair near ike 
glazed door,] You coward ! You eoward ! 

\Th&i*e is a pause and then he slohches up to 
her. 


. Leonard. 

I — I beg your pardon. 1 beg your pardon. [He 
sits beside her<, upon ike fauteail-stool,] Knock iny 
^anmed head oil. Go on. Knock my damned liead 
off. 


« ZuE 

[Panting,] Well — we won’t part — on top of a row. 
[JJashmg a tear awag.] Aftir all, why should you 
think better of me than that 'i 


• Leonard 
[Penitentli/,] Zoe 

ZoE* 

Bash ! Listen. Putting Ethel Pierpoint out of the 
question, do you ever picture to youiself what our 
married life would be t 
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What it ’ud be? 

ZOE. 

The marriage of a woman of seven — nearly eight 
— and thirty to a man of thirty-two! / do. I walk 
my bedroom half the night and act it all over to 
myself. And you’ve had the best of me, too; I’m 
not even a novelty to you. Why, of course you’ve 
realise(} what you’ve let yourself in for. 

« 

Leonard, 

I take ney oath 

ZOE. 

Sssh! When you're in front of your glass in the 
morning, what do you see there ? * 

Leonard. 

See? 

ZoE. 

This girl has noticed the alteration in your looks . 
She took stock of you at^the opera the other night. 

Leonard. 

[Passing his hands over his face consciously^] Men 
can’t go to hell, Zo, without getting a bit scorched. 

ZoE. 

[Imitating his action.] No, nor women either. 
[Turning to him,] But it’s only quite lately that 
you’ve lost your bloom, Len. 
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Leonabd. 

Oh, naturally IVe been horribly bothered about 
you — about both of us — since 

ZoE. 

Since your trip to Italy? \lle nods,"] Yes, and 
naturally you’ve told yourself, over and over again, 
the truth — since your trip to Italy. ^ * 

Leonard 

Truth ? 

ZoE« 

The simple truth — that you’ve got into a mess with 
a married woman 


I— I- 


Leonabd. 


ZOE. 

And that you must go through with it, at all costs. 


Leonard.^ 

I swear to you, Zoe 


ZOE. 

[^Touching his hand,"] Oh, my dear boy, you haven’t 
pbrhaps said these things to yourself, in so many 
words, but they’re at the back of your brain just the 
same. 

[aSAc rises cmd crosses to the fireplace and 
rings three times. 



fi MID-CHANNEL 

Leonard. 

[/ii8inff»] What — what ai*e you doing ? 


Hinging for Lena, to tell her Tm not lunching 
downstairs. 

' Leonard. 

ByUod, Zoe ! , 

ZOE. 

[l7}ipeHo'ii8hj,^ Be quiet! 

Leonard. 

\Shakmg his fist at hei\] You dare treat 'me in this 
way ! You dare ! 


\Adva7%ci7i(j,'\ Ah, I’m only huiting your pride a 
little; I’m only mortifying your vanity. You’ll get 
over that in twenty-four hours. 


Leonard. 

r 

Do you know what you are^ do you know what 
you make yourself by this ? 


Zoe. 

Yes, what you made of me at Perugia, and at 

Siena, and at ! [Suddenly, clihging to Am.] 

Lenny — Lenny — kiss me 1 
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Leonard. 

[]\tshing her from Not I 


ZoE. 

Ah, yes. Don’t let’s part enemies. It’s good-bye. 
Lenny I 


• Nq, 


Leonard. 


ZOK. 

[Struggling with him entreatingly Quick ! It's for 
the last time. You’ll never be alone with me again. 
Her arms tightly round hlm.^ It’s for the last time. 
Kissing him pcmionately.^ Good luck to you ! Good 
uck to you ! Good luck to you ! 

[She leaves him and sits at the writing-table 
where she makes a j/retence of busying 
herself vAth her papers. 


Leonard. 

[Glancing expectantly at the glazed dgor — between his 
teeth,'] You — you 

[Presently he goes to the chmr on tim right and 
snatches up his hat and earn. Lena enters 
at the glazed door. 


Lena 

[To ZoE.] Is it me you’ve rung for ? 
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ZoE. 

Yes. [Sharplt/.] Wait. 

[There is a •pause. Struck by Zoe’s tone^ 
and the attitude of the pair, Lena looks 
inquisitively at Leonard and Zoe out of 
the corners of her eyes^ as if she guesses 
there has been a quarrel, Leonard moves 
towards the door, 

i 

Leonard. 

[To ZoB.J Good morning. 

Zoe. 

Good morning,, 

Leonard. 

[To Lena, (ji>s he passes herJ\ Good morning. 

Lena. 

Good morning. 

[He departs anfL Lena quietly closes the door 

^ Zoe. 

[Rising.'] Lena 

Lena 

Yes? 

Zoe. 

[ Walking across to the settee on the right.] I'm not 
coming down to the dining-room. [Sitting feebly,] Let 
me have a snack upstairs. 
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ZoE. 

That's all. 

[Lena withdrawSy almofit on tip-toe, cmd ZoE 
instantly produces her handkerchief and 
cries into it softly, 7'hen she gets to her 
feet and searches for the cigarette hoM, 
Still shaken by J^ittle sohsy she *pnt8 a 
cigarette bettoeen her lips ^nd, as she does 
so, the expression of her faee changes and 
her body stiffens. 


ZoE. 

[Unde/ her breath^ Oh ! [After a moment's 

^ irresolution, she hvrriedly dries her eyes and, going to the 
glazed door, opens it, and calls,'] Lena — Lena ! 

• 

Lena. 

[In the distance,] Yes ? 

[ZoE returns to the ^blong table and is light- 
ing her cigarette when Lena reappears. 


• ZoE. 

Lena 

Lena. 

Well? 


ZoE. 

I'll dress directly after lunch. 
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[Coming to her, surprised.'] Dress? 

^OE. 

Yes ; I'm goin^ out this afternoon. 

Lena. 

• Cioing out ! Why, you must be crazy 


END OF the SEC0XI> ACT 



THE THIRD ACT 

The scene is afine^ spacious room, r\chly f urnished and 
decorated. In the centre of the wall at the back is 
the fireplace, atul on the lift of the fireplace is a 
d%or which when open I'eveals pai% of a diniruj^ 
room. In the right-hand wall there is a bap- 
window hung with I ace and other curiaiils. F acing 
the window, in the wall on the left, is a double^ 
door opening into the room from a corridor, , 

O'g either side of the Ju eplace^ there is an arm* 
chair, and between the fireplace and the dining- 
room door staruls a small table on which are a 
decanter of ichiskeg, a syphon of soda-v^aler, and, 
two 07' three tumblers, A grand piano and. am nsic- 
stool <17*6 in the right-hand corner of the I'oom, and, 
on the left of the piano is a settee. So7ne 2>hoto- 
graphs are on the to2> of the piano. On the other side 
of the 7'oom there is a sec&nd set'ee with a table a.t 
the 7 tear er end of it. A71 arm-chair staiids by this 
table, another at the fni'ther end ofithe settee In 
the bay-wlndOig thei'e is a writuig-table 7Jo\ih a 
writing- chair before it, and on the W7'iiing table is 
a telephone-hislT'innent. Othe7' articles of fumiiture, 
some pieces of sculpVute, and some handsome la/tnps 
on pedestals, fill spaces not provided, for in this 
description. 

A scarf of mousseline de«oie«7w^<iP7?a?V of white 
. gloves lie onfhe chair on the right of the fireplace. 

143 
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The Jweleee grate ie hidden by a screen^ a/nd 
throngh the lace curtains^ which are drawn over 
the window, a fierce simlight ie eeen^ 

Ttie door at the back ie slightly ajar^ 

\The telephone bell rings and presently 
Theodore Blundell entet^e at the door at 
the back, and goes to the writing-table. His 
step has hecovie heavier, his shoulders are 
somewhat cent, and he looks a %ad colour 
[At the telephone^l Hallo! ... Yea? ... J am 
Mr. Blui^dell. . . . Oh, is that you, Peter? . . . 
What? . • . Want to see me? , . . Anything 
wrong ? , . . Where are you ? , . . Where ? . , . 
CM Royal ? . . . Oome along to me now, then. . . . 
Oh, I say ! . . . Are you there ? . . . [Dropping his 
voice.] I say 1 Mrs. A. is lunching with me. . • . 
Mrs. A. — Alice. . . . No, but I thought I'd tell you. 

. . . Good-bye. 

[He is about to return to the dining-room when 
Mrs. Annerly appears in the doorway at 
tfte bcwk. She is a pretty, charmingly- 
dressed cr^ture with classical, immobile 
features ana a simple, virginal air. 

Mrs. Annerly. 

[AdA^a'ncing!\ IVe told Cole well have coffee in this 
room. [He nods and sits moodily upon the settee on the 
right. Resting her elbows on the back of the arm-chair'^ 
at the further end of the settee on the left, she surveys 
her face in a tiny mvn'or vddch she carries, with some 
other trinkets, attached to a cttain,] Who’s that you 
were talking to on the ’phone, boy dear ? 
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Theodore. 

\Who is sniokiny a big cigm'J] Mottram. 

Mrs. Annerly. 

What's lie want ? 

Theodore. 

Wants to see me about something. 


MS 


Mrs. Annerly. 
Theodore. 


Business ? 

^un’no. 

Mrs. Annerly. 

[Sweetly I\ He doesn't like poor littib me. 
Theodore. 

• [Indifferently Doesn't he ? 

Mrs. Annerly. 

You know he doesn't. [Arrxvnging a curl.'] That’s 
why you gave him the tip that I'm lunching here. 

^HEODORE. 

Ho ! Listeners — et ccetera. 


Mrs. Annerly. 

I couldn't help hearing you positively I couldn't. 
[Examining her teeth in the mirror.] He’s one of your 
wife's tame cats, isn't he^? 


K 
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Theodore. 

JleH JL friend of herti — 

Mrs. A]n^erly 
Jubt a fiiencl, and rioUiUig elht*. 

'rilEODORE. 

^ \Amjn/t/.\ ISow, look Iieie, Alice—! 

|Culj:, a via n -stir vend ^ mtei's Jrom live dinhuj- 
t'oo'in vnth the coffee, and liqueur^ Mrs, 
Anne^ily takes a cup of coffee. 


Cole. 

[To Mrs. Annehly. | Brandy — Kummel, ma’ani? 

* o 

Mrs. Annerly# 

]S\), thanks 

Theodore. 

[To Cole, irho votuefs to him with Ute inoj — 

Leave it. [Cch.e placca the trap on the top of the jnano 
•Mid lb ret arm mj to the diutny’i^oojnJ] Cole— 


Ycsaii ? 


Cole. 

'rilEODORE, 


i’lii expecting Mi. Mott lain, * 


Cole. 

Veiygood^Mi. 

[ The man v'Uhdrawe^ closing the doo7\ Theo- 
dore Q'tseb and pours some brandy 
large liqaeur-yluss. 
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[Who has seated herself 'upon the settee on the left.\ 
What h the matter with you to-day, boy dear ? You’re 
aE crose as two etickts. 


Liver. 


Tiikodoue. 


Miw. Annerly. 

[Si])piuy her coffee!] 1 doi/t Wfiiider 


Tueodore. 

Why? 

Mrs. Annerly 

You’re getting rather too fund of — \j)ointin(j to the 
hra'ndi/] h'nf, h'lu. ^ 

' TiI£01K)KE. 

^Bluntly It’h falhe. 


Mbs. Annerly. 

[With undisturbed complacency,] I’ve Keen bo much 
of that sort o’ thing in my tun#, [He makes a move- 
7nenty as if to put down his ylass wUhotU drinkiuy J 
tStill, I must say } ou’ve every excube. 


Tueodore. 

^lice 


Mrs. Annerly 

What? 

[lie gulps his brandy, puts the empty yhm on 
ihe tray, and comes to her. 
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[Standing before het\^ Alice, will you oblige me by 
retiaifiing from making any allusion to my wife, 
direct or indirect, in the future ? It annoys me. 

Mrs. Annerly. 

Kverytliing annoys you this afternoon. 

‘ Theodore. 

Yon were at it lust night, at the Carltod. Jihd 
to-day, during lunch 

Mrs. Annerly. 

\In an injured tone,] It was you who told me that 
that little Jew chap had met her careering about Italy 
with young what’s- his-narae. [He sits in the arm chair 
at the further end of the settee and leafts his head on his 
hand,] All, but that was in your loving days — when 
you used to confide in me. 

Theodore. 

I was in a i-age and said a great deal more than I 
thought. 

Mrs. Annerly. ‘ 

If you did, you needn’t jump on me for trying 
to feel interested in you and your af lairs. ^ 

Theodore 

/i«r.] At any rate, understand me clearly, 
Alice— and then drop the subject. [*S^Aorrfy.] Mrs. 
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Blundell and I are Hepantted; she's gone one way, 
I another. There were faults on both sides, as usual, 
but I was mainly to blame. There’s the thing in a 
nut'shell. 


Mrs. Annerly. 

This isn't in the least your old story 
Theodore* 

Sevd^ mind my old story. [KvtenduHj^a fore-jingcr, ] 
Yon forget the old story, rny gul, if you wish our 
acquaintance to continue— d’ye hoar ? 


Mrs. Annerly, 

[Shaking heraclfJ] You're a nasty savage. 

• Theodore. 

As for that interfering cjid Lowenstein, it unfoitii- 
nately hapjiens that one f)f Mis. Blundeirs chanicter- 
istics IS a habit of disregarding UscoYivenmiCP>i — a habit 
which 1 didn’t go the right wa^to check. It's probable 
that, before she’s done, sho won't leave herself with as 
much rej^itation as 'ud cover a sixpence? She's luipul- 
fcivo, I'ecklesH, a fool ^ but she’s no worse. the 

stump cf his cigar fiercely. \ My wife's no w'or.se So, 
Ij^inds off, if you please, in my presence. Whatever 
reports are circulated to her discredit, the man who 
speaks against her in my hearing is kicked for his 
pains; and the woman who does so, if she’s under my 
roof, gets taken hy the shoulders and shown the mat. 
[Jj>oking at her,^ Conijjremz ? 
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Mils. Annerly. 

( PontuKj.^ I should be a juggins if I didn't. Par- 
faitement — in my very best French. 

Theodore 

I Hi ft mg and walking about, ^ That’s settled, then. 
M\is. Anxerly. 

\A flpr a pftnw, rising and depositing Jwr cup 'upon 
the table oji the left— Uumghtf idly, ^ Boy dear 


TiiEOix)nE 

\ At the hack,] Iley? 4 

Mrs. Axnerly. 

It was regular cat-and-dog between you two at the 
end, wasn’t it ? 

Theodore 

\I>reakiiuj out agaia,^ It’s no concern of yours 
whetlier it was or was not. I’ve asked you 

Mrs. Axnerly 

{Crossing to tJhe right, mth a shrug,] Oh—! 

Theodore. 

Yas, it ums, [Ilal/’SittiHg upon the hack oj the 
settee on the left,] I — 1 tired of her. 
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Mils. Anneuly 

\^I^hilo 8 ophicfdlif^\ Ah, wen do 
Tueodore. 

And she of me# WeM been married close upon 
fourteen years. 

Mrs# Axneulv 

Oh, well, come ; that's a long while. 

'rilEODORE. 

\As mitch to hinii^elf as to /ier.]*Our wod^liiig day's 
on the thiitieth of this month, [i/itthuj the. hack of the 
settee softly with his fiMJ] We'd reached a time in our 
lives when — when we wwe in mid-OluiDnel 

Mi(8. Anneuly 

Mid-Channel ? 

Theodore. 

Oh, yon don’t know anylliing ahoiit that. 
frhere is a, further silence. She sits upon the 
settee on. the fratchmy him as he 

tiiovcs ahont the room ayain, 

Miw. Anxerly. 

Here! \lieckomn(j hnn with a motion of her heotlA 
Here ! [//e goes to her. She looks up into his face,\ 
NVhy don’t you marry me, Theo ^ • 

'rilEUDORE. 

[Staining at /#<^\] Marry — you ? 
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Mrs. Annerly. 

You'd find me awfully easy to get on with. 

Theodore, 

[^Turning from her^ quietly Oh ^ 

Mrs. Annerly. 

Wai^; you might listen, anyhow. [//« turns to 
herj\ 1 am — awfully eMsy to get on with. And I’d 
be a.s striit as — as strict as a nun. Honest injun ! I 
treated Annerly pretty badly, but that's ancient 
history. I was only seventeen when I luariied Frank 
— too inexperienced for woids. IVe learnt a lot 
since. 

Theodore. 

[Bitterly,] Jla! 

Mrs. Annerly. 

Now, don’t Le satirical, [hivitiug him to eti hy her 

-v/f/e.] Theo 1 He sits beside her, | I wi} — bar cbafir — 

1 wish you v^ould 

Tr.EODORE 

What V 

Mrs. Annerly. 

Many me. Really I do. \A note of insifniness in 
her ro/tr.] 1 really do want to re-e'-tablish myself. 
My life, these past few yeai-s, has lieen frightfully 
imsati*^faetory. 

Theodore. 

[Toxuifiing her dress, sympathetically.] Ah ! 
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Mk8 . Annkrly. 

And rm a lady, remember — giddy as I may have 
been. Put me in any society and I'm presentable, as 
far as manners go. I'd soon right myself, with yoqr 
assistance. [^Sltp^nng her ann through 4w.] I suppose, 
under the circumstances, }ou couldn't divorce 
could you ? 

Theodore. 

What d'ye mean ? 

Mrs. Annerlv. 

Your wife — over that Italian businosK. 

'I'heodohe. 

[slumping # 7 >.] Damn ^ 

' ^ Mrs. Annerly. 

Oh, I beg your pardon; it slipped out. \He walkn 
away to the table at the hwk and begins to mix himself 
a whiskey-and~8oda.\ I'm dreadfully grieved; gospel, 
I am. [Rising.^ Don’t — don't,# boy dear. Do leave 
that stuff alone. [7/e pats down ths decanter and comes 
to themlteeon the left ] I can't do more tyan apologise. 

*Tubodork. 

« Tscli ! Hold your tongue. 

Mrs. Annerly 

beside himJ\ No, but you could let her go 
for you^ though ; Uati could be fixed up. I'd even 
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consent to be dragged into the case myself, if it would 
help matters foiward; and goodness knows I’ve no 
ambition to ajipear in the Divorce Uoiiit again — I 
hate the iiole. [Coucdnyly.^ You vnll consider it, 
won’t you ? 

TiiEonoiiE 

Consider what f 

Mrs. Ann'ehlv. 

Mairying me. Just say you’ll consider it and I 
won’t tease you any more to-day. You do Owe me 
Hornet hing, you know. 


TiiEonoRE 

Owe }oii i 

Mrs. Annerly, 

Well, you ha^fi compromised mo by being seen 
about witli me at different places lately ; now, haven’t 
you ? [’riiKonoiiE throtf's his head hack aiid lavtjhs 
hoistevmislif 'riiere’s nothing to laugli at. Perbap.s 
I haven’t a .‘-hrod of character left, in your estimation ! 

TbiEODOHF. 

Ho, ho ! 

Mas. Annkhly. 

[liisivy, pKjued.] I piesume you think I’m a pei«on 
wlio’ll accept a dinner at a restaurant fiom any man" 
who holds up a finger to me ! 

Theudohe 

Why, my dear girl, you were always l«othering me 
to take you to the cook-sliops. 
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Mrs, Annbrly. 

Bothering ’ [(fomg to the chair an the right of the fvrt'- 
place and gathering up her scarf ^ Oh, you’re t.ooriule ! 

Theodore. 

I WRR perfectly content with our quiet little meaU 
hero or in Kgerton Crescent. 

Mrs. AnneJIly. 

Yes, and to horo nio to teiirs ! 


Theodore. 

Bore ? 

Mrs. Annerly. • 

[ Windinif her scarf round her shjouUlers,‘\ Bore, hore, 
. boro! 

Theodore. 

[Scowling.] Oh, I — I bored you, did I ? 

Mrs. Axnrrly. 

Talking to me as you used to, like a sentimental 
young fellow of five-and-twenty ! Ridiculous ! [Pick’ 
ing up her gloves.] ^ want a taxi-cab. 


Theodore. 

[Rising.] Stop — stop 

Mrs. Annerly. 

IVe had quite suflicient of you for to-day 
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Theodobr. 

[With a 8etjaw»\ I*m glad you’ve brought matters 
to a head, Ally. I’ve something to propose to you. 

Mrs. Annkrly. 

[PnlliTKj on (x.ijloveJ\ I’ve no desire to hear it. 

Theodore. 

Something tjuit’s been on iny mind for — oh, a^onth 
or more. 

Mrs. Avnerly. 

You can keep it to yourhelf. I’m not accustomed 
to being jeered at 

I’lIEODOllE. 

[Sloioly imdkinfj over to the rnjht.^ I’m sorry if I’ve 
hurt your feelings 

Miw. Annkrly. 

It’s the fiist time I’ve ever nuule advances to a man, 
and 1 assure you it’ll he the last. 

Tih-odore. 

Ally 

Mrs. Annkrly 

[ Movlmj towards the dotdfh'doirrJ] Cole will get me 
a Taxi. 

Theoik>re. 

[Anlhordatnely.^ Como here; come here; come 
here. 
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Mrs. Anxerlt. 

[UcUting behind the sHtee on the left^ with a twist of 
her body,] 1 shall not. 

Theodore. 

[Snapping hta finger and thmnb.^ Ally — [Sfw 
apitroacfies him with assumed rehiciaui'c,] Ally — 
[deliheraidy^ whatll you take ? 

« 

Mils. Akneuly. 

[Elevating her browsi] Take ? * 

Theodore. 

To put §n end to this. 

Mrs. Anneuly. 

, All end ! 

Theodore. 

To end }oiir boredom — and mine; terminate our 
— friendship, 

Mrs. Annerly 

[UncomfortahlyJ] Oh, you — you neeiVi’t cut up as 
rough os kll this. 

Theodore. 

• Ah, no, no, no; I'm not an^y. Tm in eiv-nest, 
though. Come ! What'll satisfy you ? [She mrla her 
lip fretfuHijA A man of my years deserves to pay 
heavily at this game. What’ll make you easy and 
comfortable for a bit ? I’ll be libeml witli you my 
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dear, and — [offering his hmid] Hhake hands — [She 
turns her afwnlder to himJ\ Shake hands — [Shs gives 
him her hand mdkilif] and I — I’ll »isk you to forgive 
me 

Mrs. Annkuly. 

[Withdrawing her harid.^ Oh, for goodness’ sake, 
don’t let’s have any more of that. [iJontc'tnjdaomlg,^ 
You oldurlieh always wind up in the same way 

[He seats himself at the writing-table andy 
unlocking a dravjery jnroditces his cheque- 
book. 

Ti1EODOR£. 

Would a couple of thousand be of any service to 
you ? 

Mrs. Anneuly. 

[Opening hei' eyes widely.] A couple of ! 

I^HEOnORE. 

[Preparing to urnte.] I mean it. 

Mrs. Anneuly, 

[JireatJdessly.'] You don’t ^ [He writes.^ Why, of 
couivse it woulvl. [Afelting comjAetely.] Oh, but it’s 
too much ; it is positively. T covldnH, And I’ve had^ 
such a lot out of you already. You are generoais. 
[Behind his c7/rtiV.] Fancy my being huffy with Jrou 
just now ! [Bending over him and arresting 
Boy dotu' 

TnEonoRE 

Hey? 
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Mhs. Ankbely; 

[/« a whisper.'] Make it — three— will you ? [lie 
looks at her over his shoulder with a cynical smile. iShe 
retreats.] Oh, well ! One isn^t young and attractive for 
ever, you know. 

[I/e finishes vnfing the cheque andy having 
locked up his chegne-hook methodically ^ 
rises and ctaues to her, 

'J'llKODOIlls' , 

[Giving her the ch&jne.] There you are. 

Mas. Anneiily. 

[Eamniniiuj it.] You — youVe split tho diHei’oncc, 
You are kind. 1 didn’t expect it in Jho leiiet. [Fold- 
ing the cheqm neatly and finding a place for it in her 
-6osom.] 1 am ashamed of myself for hinting so broadly, 
'l^auks, a hundred times. [Blinking at hnn.] Sha’n’t 
1 miss' you ! 

Cole enters at the dovble*door followed by Petek. 

j 

Cole. 

Mr. Mottraii). 

> 

' ^Theodore, 

* [preetimj Pei'EB at the firejjlace as Coll retires. 
Hallo! 

Peter. 

Hallo! [Bowing to Mks. AnxeulyJ How d’ye 
do? 
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Mbs. Anneblt. 

[Who hm moved over to the righh^istantly.] How 
do you do i 

Theodobe. 

[To Mbs. Annerly.] Hy-the-bye, did you say you 
want a taxi-cab ? 

Mrs. Annerly. 

‘ If I’m not troubling you. 

[Theodore goes out at the double-door, dosing 
it up(m Peter ami Mrs. Annerly* 
There a pause • M RS. Annerly, pulling 
on her second glove, looks out of the window ; 
Peter whistles silently. 

^ Peter. 

[After a while.] Fine afternoon. 

Mrs. Annerly, 

Delightful. [After another pame, turning to him.] 
Er — h’m — how <lo you think he’s looking ? 

Peter. 

Blundell ? Seen him lookin’ better* 

Mrs. Annerly. 

[ireiA a sigh.] Ah 1 [In a mincing voice, approacfUng 
Peter.] Mr. Mottram, will you excuse me for offering a 
suggestion ? 

Peter. 

[Folitelj/m] Fii’e away. 
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Mrs. Annerly. 

[Sweetly.] Why don't you use your endeavours to 
bring Blundell and his \^ife together again ? 

Peter. 

[Staring at /wr.] Eh ? 

Mrs. Anneuly. 

It would be sitch a good things would n t it ? 

Peter , 

I agree with you ; it would indeed. 


Mrs. Annerly. 

I’ve done all 7 ciin to persuade hiui. [Pei'kr’s 
o/)en wider and wider* She busies herself d^amtily wiik 
her glove.] And now, as ho and I are bi caking off 
with one another 

Peter. 

[Qiiickhj.] 1 beg pardon ? 


Mivs. Annerly. 

Perhaps youll take on the jol>— see what you mri 


Peter. 


Breakin* off ? 


Mrs. Annerly. 

[LoftUy.] Yes ; I ain't bland the annoyance any 
longer. 


L 
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Peteb. 


Annoyance 

Mrs. Annerlt. 

People are so spiteful. It^s shocking — the ill- 
natured construction they put upon the most harmless 
littlo friendly acts ! I admit I’m rather a careless 
woman — haven’t I suffered from it 1 


‘ Peter. 

[Delicately ] Then, do I happen — m&y I ask— to be 
assistin’ a^j the grand finale ? 

Mbs. Annerly. 

Certainly. [With midden mistrustJ] Don’t you try to 
pull my leg, Mr. Mottram, please. 

[She draws her skirt aside and 'passes him 
haughtily as Theodore returns. Then she 
goes out, followed by Theodore, who closes 
the dom's whereupon Peter skips to the 
piano, seats himself at it, and sVnkes •up a 
lively air, %rFresenily Theodore reappears, 
shuts the door again, and resumes mixing 
h^s whiskey'^nd'soda. 


Theodore. 

Ouf ! [Peter takes his hands from the keyboard.^ 
That’s over. 


Peter. 


[Innocently-^ Over? 
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Theodobx. 

YouVe Been the last of that lady^ as far as I’m 
concerned. \ne cornea forward^ ca/rrying hia tumbler^ as 
Peter rises. J What d’ye think ? \Grinnin<j»\ She’s 
been at me to marry her. 

Peter. 

[Sta/rtlad,'\ Not really I 

Theodore. 

To get rid of — present ties^ and marry h^r. 

Peter. 

When— when did she*:^ ? 

Theodore. 

• Just now — ^five minutes ago. [Struck by an odd 
expreaaion in Peter’s /ace.] Why, has she been saying 
anything ? 

Peter. 

[Soberly^ No, no; not a w8rd. 

Theodore. 

Poor little Sevil ! \He aita upon the settee on the left 
cmd dHnka!] Poor — silly— little devil 1 

Peter 

[Coming to A^.] And so you took the opportunity 
of — er — ? [Theodore nods.] Just so. 
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Theodore. 

Ha ! 1 ejcpect 1 shall hear from her fi'om time to 
time. 

Peter. 

Till the end o* your life. [Another nod from Theo* 
dork] Or hers. And the neaier the end the oftener 
you’ll hear. 

Theodore. 

Well, she shall have a trifle whenever she 'wants 
it. [Look^g at Peter.] That’s the least we can do, 
oV man. 

PE'fBR. 

Decidedly. That’s the least we can do. « 

Theodore. 

[Empti/ing hu tumbler and jumping up.] UghT 
[Placvtuj the glasg upon the table at the eiul of the 
settee,] I’ll bum some pastilles here later on. [Con- 
fronting Peter.] Yes, you can have your crow; you’re 
entitled to it. 

^ Peter 

Grow ? ^ 

I 

Theodore. 

Your crow over me. Everything’s turned out rA 
you predicted. 

Peter. 

y.] Did 
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Thbodorb. 

You know you did. “ It’s when the sun*s working 
round to the west — ” I often recall your damned 
words 

Peter. 

Ah, that day— - 

Theodore. 

• The day I left Lancaster Gate. “ It's when mefl 
are where we are now — ” you remember it^s 
'v^encnen are where we are now thaf they’re most 
liable to fall into mischief.” [Waking away] God I 
the idiot I’ve made of myself ! • 

[lie goes to the jwepla^e and leans upon the 
mcmtelpiece, 

Peter, 

[^Quietly,] Theo— 

Theodore. 

H’m? 

Peter. 

[Moving to the settee on the left^ Talkin’ of Lan- 
caster Gate — I’ve gob a bit o’ noos for you. [Sitting 
upon the settee,] She’s home. [There^is no response 
from TifkoDORE.] Zoe I’m speakin’ of. She’s home. 

Theodore. 

[Leaving the fireplace^ Thank ee"; I know. 


You know ? 


Peter, . 
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Theodobe. 

I was there on Monday. 


Peter, 

[SwrprisedJ] There? 


Tbeodobe. 

• Passing the house. 

•Peter. 

t 

Signs o* life in the winders ? 


[Nodding.] H’m 
her? 

This mornin’. 


Theodore. 

[Coming forward^ YouVe seen 
Peter. 


Theodore, 

[Simply.] I was there again this morning. 


Peter. 

Passin’ the house ? « 

Theodore. 

[Nodding.] ffm, 

Peter, , 

You seem to take a great deal of exercise in that 
locality. 

Theodore. 

[Foi'cing a laugh,] Ha, ha! [Drearily,] Well, one 
had good times there as well as bad ; and when one 
views it 4II from a distance—^ 
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Peter. 

The good times stand out ? 

[Without replying^ Theodore twrm from 
Peter and sits upon the settee on the 
right. 

Theodore. 

[After a paused How — how did you find her? 
Peter.* 

She ain’t up to much. 


What’s- 


Theodore. 

Peter, 


Chill, 


Theodore. 

Doctor ? [Peter nods,] Rashleigh ? 


Peter, 

That’s the feller. Oh, it’^nothin’ serious. 


Theodore, 

Chill? Ha! I’ll be bound she caught it through 
^ doing something foolish. [Fidgeting with his hands,] 
She has nobody to look after her-— nobody to look 
after her. 

Pbtee.- 

Her maid— ^ 
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Theodore. 

Lena? Is Lena still with her? [A nod from Peter.] 
I'm glad Lena's still with her. Lena's fond of her. 
[Starting up and pacing iJte roomJ] Not that Lena can 
control her ; a maid hasn't any authority. [Stopping 
before Peter.] She isn't vetnj poorly ? 


Peter. 

No, ,no. A little pulled down ; that's all. And as 
charmin' as eyer. [Theodore walks away and^^ with 
hie hands in his pockets, gazes out of the window,^ 
She ain't sleepin’ ; that's the real bother. 


Theodore. 


Not sleeping ? 

« Peter. • 

Walks her room half the night and consooms too 
many cigarettes. 

Theodore. 

Why? 

Peter. 

I can only give you my impression 


Theodore. 

[Impatiently.^^ Well? « 

t 

Peter, 

My dear chap, d'ye think that she don't recollect * 
the happy times as well ae the bad ^uns ? Ain't she 
viewin^it all from a distance, as you are; [rising'] 
and don't the good times stand out in her mind as 
they do in yours? [Approcbching TnEmoic^.] Theo 
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Peter, 

1 bad a long confab with her this mornin’. 
Theodore. 

What about ? 

Peter. 

The possibility 'of a — a reconciliation, 

* • [ There is a pmise and then TnEdDORE turns to 

Peter, 

Theodore. 

\ln a husky voice.^ Ho I So that’s what you’re after, 
is it ? 

Peter. 

Yes; and I’m bent on carryin’ it through. 
Theodore. 

You — you meddlesome old buffer ! 

Peter^ 

[Chuckling. \ Ha, ha ! 

^Theodore, 

How — how did she take it ? 

Peter. 

In a way that convinced me you’ve onfy to assure 
her that your old feelin’s for her have returned, and 
in spite of everythin’ 
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Theodore. 

Everything I Wait till she hears of sweet AlicOi 


Wait / 


Peter. 


Theodore. 

[Lookinff at Peter.] Why, d'ye mean ? 


Peter. 

Oh, yes : it's got to her. 


Theodore. 

[Dulli/.] Already? 

4 Peter. . 

Jim Mallandain travelled with her from Paris on 
Sunday. • 

Theodore, 

Did he ? 


Peter. 

I suppose he thought it 'ud amuse her. 


Theodore. 

The skunk ! 

Peter. * 

If it hadn't been Jim, it 'ud have been somebody 


Theodore. 

[Thickly*] You're right; somebody had to be 
first. 
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Peteb. 

However, I did my best for yer. 


Theodore. 

Denied it ? 

Peter. 

Warmly. I defended you and the youn^ lady with 
air the eloquence I could command. 

Theodore. 

Zoe didn't believe you ? [A pome.] She didn't be- 
lieve you ? [Peter ahrugs hia aho'idders!] Of course she 
didn’t. [Pasaing Peter and walking about the room.] 
What did she say? Hey? Oh, I^can guess; you 
needn't tell me. What’s everybody saying I Peter, 
I'd give half as much as I'm worth to wipe the Annerly 
incident off my slate. 1 would, on the nail. Just 
ftincy I To reach my age — and to be of decent repute 
— and then to have your name linked with a brainleE>8, 
mercenary little trull like Alice Annerly 1 Ha, ha 1 
Glorious fun for 'em in the City, and at the club? 
You hear it all. Confound yieu, can't you open }our 
mouth ? Ho ! Of courae Zoe sums it all up ; she's 
cute enough when she chooses. [Sitting upon the aettee 
on the left and mopping hia face and throat vnth hia 
handkerchief ^ How did it end ? 


End ? 


Peter. 


Theodore. 

Your phat with my missus. 
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It ended in my urgin' her to consider the matter — 
think it over. \Coming to him!] I'm dinin' with her 
next week. \Sittmg in the chair at the further end of the 
settee,] If you'll authorise me to open negotiations 
with her on your behalf 

, Theodore. 

I—^I approach her»* 

Peter. 

Cert'nly. 

Tiieodorf. 

[Twisting his handkerchief into a rope,] No — 
no 

Peter. 

Why not ? 

Theodore. 

A couple o’ months back I could have done it. Even 
as late as a fortnight ago — before I'd given myself 
away by showing myself in public with Alice — it might 
have been feasible [Bei}pee7i his teeth,] But now — when 
I — when I've lost any remnant of claim I may have 
had — on her rjspect 1 

Peter. * 

[In his judicial rnanner,] My dear chap, here is q- 
case 

Theodore, 

Hell with you and your case! [Jumping up and 
walking away to the right ] I couldn't sciew myself up 
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to it; I — 1 couldn’t bumble myself to that extent. 
[Moving ahoitU'] Ho ! How she’d gi in ! She’s got a 
cruel sense o’ humour, Peter^ — or had once. You see, 
I always posed to her as being a strong^ rather cold- 
blooded man 

Pei’Er. 

A favourite pose, that, of husbands. 


TnEODORE. 

* 

€t w%s more than a pose — I thought i woa a strong 
man. And then — to crawl back to her — all over 

mud ! * » 

[Re halts in the middle of the room and, with 
a shaky hand, jn^oduces his cigar-case fro'tn 

his pocket and takes out a ciga/i\ 

» » 


Peter. 

I was about to remark, when you chipped in with 
ybur usual politeness — I was about to remark that 
this is a case where two persons have behaved more or 
less stoopidly. 

Theodors. 

Two ? 

Peter. 

You more, she less. 


Theodore. 

[His brow darkening.'] You — you’re referring 
to ? 


Peter. 


Er— M is, Zoe— 
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Thbodobe. 

[Cutting hia dgar vidomly^"] With— Perria. 


Peter. 


Yes ; and I think that the friend of both parties— 
the individual on whose shoulders the task of adjustin’ 
matters would fall — [riaing^ I think that that friend 
might manage to impose a condition which ’ud be 
^greatjy to your advantage. 

Theodore. 

Condition ? « 

^ Peter. 


No imputations to be made on either side. 


‘ Theodore. 

[Broodingly.'\ No — imputations ? 

Peter. 

Each party acceptin’ the statement of the other 
party, and promisin’ not to rake up anythin’ that’s 
occurred durin’ the past four months. 

Theodore. 

I — I understand. 

Peter. • 

It ’ud help to save your face for the moment, and 
the healin’ hand of time might be trusted to do th4 
rest. 

Theodore. 

[QmBiiy!\ Peter 
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Theodore. 

When I was at the house on Monday — my wife's 
house — half-past eleven in the morning 


Peter. 

, Well ? 

Theodore.* 

There was a yellow car at the door. 

Peter. 

Yaller car? 

Theodore. 

I couldn’t get near, but — ^that fellow has a yellow 
car. 

Peter. 

Has he? 

Theodore. 

*0 

y^rimly-] Why, he’s driven you in it. 


• Peter. 

{Careleasly.] I’d forgotten. 

Theodore. 

^Zapkithg aU Peter.] He’s stiJi hanging on to her 
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Peter. 

He^s an ill-bred^ tactless cub. But he's got a nice 
'ead of 'air and smells o' soap; and that's the sort 
women love to have danglin' about after 'em. 

Theodore. 

[With an effort,'] There — there's nothing in it, 
<•, Peter, beyond that ? 

Peter. 

[Waving his hand disdainfully^ Good God I 

Theodore. 

Oh, I know there isn't ; I know there isn't. With 
all her faults, I know she's as straight as a die. 
[Looking at Peter again,] Did you touch on the 
subject with her ? 

Peter. 

[Nodding^ I rubbed it in. I told her her conduct 
had been indiscreet to a degree. 1 thought it policy 
to rub it in. 

Iheodore. 

Did she — offer any explanation ? 

Peter. 

[Nodding.] Pure thoughtlessness. 

Theodore. 

And you felt that she was*— speaking the 
truth? 
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[Testily,] My dear Theodore 


177 


Theodore. 

You swear that ? [Suddenly^ grasping the lapd of 
Peter’s coat] Damn it, man, you began talking about 
the thing ! 

Cole enters at the double door car^'ying a note in 
the shape of a cocked-hat,^ 

Theodore. • 

[Angrily.] What d’ye want? 

Cole. 

I beg ybur pardon, sir. 

Theodore. 

• [Going to him.] Hey ? 

[Ue snatches the note from the man^ and^ as he 
glances at the writing on it^ his jaw drops, 

COLE^ 

[In a low voice.] An answer, sir. 

^Theodore, 

[Trying to unfold the note.\ Messenger ? 

Cole. 

The lady herself, I think, sir* 

[There is a pause^ and then Tiieodobe slowly 
gets the note open and reads it. 
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Theodore. 

[To Cole.] Where ? 


Cole. 

In the smoking-room, sir. 

Theodore. 

Er— wait 

Cole. 

Yessir. [Cole witJulrawa, 

Theodorp. 

[To Peter, who has wandered awayj] Peter 

[Peter cornea to him and Theodore hands 
h%m the note, Peteu^s eyes holt aa he 
i^ecogniaea the handwriting. 


Peter. 

[Reading the note,\ •‘Will you see me?” Shoi-t — 
[examining both aides of the paper and then returning 
the note to Theodore] sw,'>et. 

Theodore. 

[Chewing his unlighted cigar.'\ This is your doing. 

Peter. 

[Beaming.'] I flatter myself it must be. [Laying a 
hand on Theodore’s shotdder,] My dear Theo, this 
puts a noo aspect on the afTair-^leors the air« 



MID^CHANNEL 


m 


Theodore* 

New aspect ? 

Peter. 

She makes the first advances, dear kind soul as she 
is. [yl paiLseJ] Shall I — ^fetch her iu ? 

Theodore. 

Hold hard, hold hard ; don’t be in such a devil of a 
hurry. ^ • 

[He leaves Peter a/nd seats in a heap 

in the chair on the right of the fireplat/ce, 
Peter moves softly to the douhl^-door» 

Peter, 

[His ha/nd on the door-handle — to Theodore.] May I ? 
[Theodore raises his head find nods, Peter 
goes out. As the door closes, Theodore 
gets to his feet and flings his cigar into tits 
grate. Then, hastily, he p'oceeds to put 
the room in order, closing the piano and 
heating out and rearranging the pillows 
on the settees. Finally, he comes upon Mrs. 
Annerly’s empy coffee cup, picks it up, 
and vanishes with it into the dining-room. 
After a little while, the double-door o}m\s 
cmd Peter returns. lie Ranees round, the 
room, Idoks surprised at not finding TiiEO** 
DORE and, with a motion of the head, in* 
vites ZoB to enter. Presently she appears, 
beautifully dressed. She also looks round; 
and, passing PirrER, she moves tremblingly 
to the fireplace, Jle closes the door and 
joins her* 
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Peter. 

» [7(9 ZoE,] You^ro a brick to do this. 


ZoE. 

[Almost inaudihl^,] Am I? 

Peter. 

Yova’ 11 never regret it. 


ZoE. 

[Chitchtiig Peter’s cmn.^ lie will be — kind to me? 
Peier. 

As kind as you are to him, 

ZoE. 

[iJraiving a deep hecrdf/t.] Ah! sits irpoji t?te 
settee on the right and her eyes roam about the roomJ\ 
\V hat a ripping flat ! 

Peter. 

[ Dlsjyaraginglg,'] Ob, I diin’no. 

ZoE. « 

[With a trry vimifh, jdaintivelyJ] He A«sbeen doing 
liimself jolly well, in all conscience. 

The dinwg-room door opens and Theodore appears. 
He shuts the doer and edges towards Peter who 
leads him to ZoE. 
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Peter. 

My dear old pals 

[ZoE gets to her feet and Theodore aiokwardly 
holds out his hand to hei\ 


Theodore. 

I£ow are you, Zoe ? 

ZoE. 

• Faii’ly — thanks — 

[She hui'i'iedly produces handkerchief from 

a gold hag hanging from het'^wriU and 
moves away to the left. There she sits 
n}x>n the settee^ struggling to command 
herself J^eter gives Theodore’s arm a 
friendly grip and maJces for the double- 
door, As he passes behind the settee on 
which Zoe is seated^ he stops to pat her 
shoulder. 


Zoe. 

[In a whisper, seizing his haml,\ Don’t go, Peter ; 
don’t go. ^ 

[Tie releases his hand, gives hers a reassuring 
squeeze, a'nd goes to the dqgr. 


Peter. . 

[At iho docrr, to Theodore.] I shall be in the City 
till six. 

[Ue departs. After a silence, Theodore 
approaches Zoe. * They carefully avoid 
meeting each other's eyes. 
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Theodobb. 

It — it’s very good of you, Zo, to — to hunt me up. 


ZoE. 

I — I went first to Oopihall Court. [Wiping a tear 
from Iter cJieek^ I — I thought I should find you 
there. 

» Theodore. 

I — 1 haven’t been at all regular at the oflSce lately. 
[A pause. They look about ihe room in opposite direc^ 
tions.] Er'— Peter tells me he had a little talk with 
you this morning. 

ZoE. 

Y-yes. ' 

Theodore. 

About our — ^being reconciled. 

ZoE. 

Yes. 

TifiODOEE. 

W-well ? [5/^6 puts her handkerchief away and takes 
from her hag a \orn envelope with some indosu^es. She 
gives it to him timidly and he exit acts from the envelope 
a letter and a keyA The — the damned cruel letter I 
left behind me— ^that evening — with my latch-key.' 
inclines her head,^ May I — destroy it? 

[«S7^e nods assent^ and he tears up the envelope 
and letter* and ci^ams the pieces into his 
trouser-pocket. 
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Theqdorb. 

[Looking at the key!] The— the key—? 

ZoE, 

It — ^it’s yours again — if you like. 

Theodore, 

You — you*re willing ? [Again she huHinee Ajr 

Kead^ and he paU Ihe key into pocket in hie waistcoat 
cmd ^aie himself humbly in the chair at the furtJwr 
end ^ the settee,] Thank’ee. [After a paused Zo 

ZoE. 

Yes? 

Theodore* 

[Turning to her but not lifting hifeyes^] Look here. 
I’m not going to — try to deceive you. I — I want you 
to understand exactly what you’re offering to take 
i*back. 

Zoe. 

Exactly ? 

Theodore. 

I gather from Peter thatiyou came over from Paris 
on Sunday in the company of Mr. Jim Mallandain. 

Zoe. 

I picked him up by chance at the Gare du Nord. 

Theodore, 

And Mr. Jim whiled away the journey f>y — by 
gossiping to you about me and— a woman of the name 
of Annerly ? 
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On the boat. 


Theodore. 


Quito so. [J pause.] When you mentioned the 
matter to Peter, he pi od need the white-wash bucket, 
didn't he ? 


ZoE. 

< Slapped it on thick. 

• f 

Theodore. 

[Zookma at her from under Ms hrows,] But you 

didn't ^ [She shakes her headJ\ You’re right; 

Peter's a liar. It's a true bill. I wish it wasn't; but 
it is. 


" ZoE. 

[After a pause, steadily^ Well? 


Theodore. 

[Looking at her again,] Are you prepared to forgive 
me that too, then ? nods^ hut with compressed lijis. 
He hows his head^ Anyhow, I'm easier for making a 
clean breast of it. 

, ZoE. 

How — how did you — come to— ^ — ? 


Theodore. 

Lower myself with this hussy ? [Looldng up.] Isn't 
it all of a piece ? Isn't it the natural finish of the mis- 
takes of the last year or so— the errors we've com- 
mitted since we began kicking each other's shins? 
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[Quickly,] ’Oh, I*m not reproaching you now for your 
share o’ the transaction. It was my job — the husband’s 
job — to be patient with you; to smooth you down 
gently, and to wait. But instead of doing that, 1 let 
my mind dwell on my own grievances ; with the result 
that latterly the one being in the world I envied was 
the fellow who’d kept his liberty, or who’d had the 
pluck to knock off the shackles. [liising and walking 
dbgut^ gathering his thoughts as he proceeds^] Well, I got* 
my freedom at last, didn’t I ? And a nice mess l*made 
of* it. started by taking a furnished lodging in 
St. James’s Street — sky-high, quiet, })eaceful! Ila! 
Hardly a fortnight was out befor*e I had Nue-devils 
and was groaning to myself at the veiy state of things 
I’d been longing for. Why should I be condemned, I 
said to myself — why should I be condemned to an 
infernal dull life while others round ihe were enjoying 
themselves like fighting cocks ! And just then this 
fiat was offered to me as it stands ; and in less than a 
month after I’d slammed the front-door at Lancaster 
Gate I was giving a dinner-party here — a house- 

Tvarming [halting at the window^ his hack to Zoe] 

a dinner-party to four-and-twenty people, and not all 
of ’em men. 

Zoe. 

[In a IfW voice.] I heard of your s'fetting up here 
while I was — in Fl<irence — [clenching her Iw^nds] in 
Florence. 

.. Theodore. 

[Resuming his walk.] However, so far it was nothing 
but folly on my part--egregious folly. And so it con- 
tinued till 1 — till I had the honour of being introduced 
to Mrs. Annerly at a supper at Jack Foncerot’s. 
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[Eying Zob askanceJ] I won’t give you the details of 
the pretty story ; your imagination'll supply those — 
the heading o* the chapters, at any rate. Chapter 
One, Conceit — I had the besotted vanity to fancy she 
— she liked me and was genuinely sympathetic to- 
wards me ; [at the mantelpiece^ looking down into the 
grate] and so on to Chapter the Last — the chapter 
with the inevitable title — Disgust — Loathing — 1 


' ZOE. 

[Thotcght/ully.] You — ^you’re sure you’ve reached 
the— tho' final chapter ? e 


Theodore. 

[Turning to ller,] Heavens, yes I [Shaking himself,] 
It’s all over. I’ve paid her off — to-day, as it happens, 
I’ve been itching to do it ; and I’ve done it. [Sitting 
upon the settee on the right ] Another month of htr 
society, and I believe I'd have gone to the dogs com- 
pletely. [His elbows on his knees^ holding his head,] 


Eh? 


f, 

Z0£. 


Theodore# 

Peter says you’re walking your room half the night 
and smoking your nerves raw, 


ZoE. 

Does he ? He needn’t have repeated- 
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TflSODORB. 

Zoj IVe been walking this horrible flat in the same 
way. / can*t get to bed till I hear the rattle of the 
milk-carts. And Fm smoking too much — and — not 
only that 

ZOE. 

[Looking at him for the first time.] Not only what f 

Theodore. 

Well, a man doesn’t smoke till four or five o’clock 
k in the morning on cocoa, does he*? • 

[There is a monienCs silence, and then sJt^e rises 
and goes to him. 

• ZoE. 

- Oh— Theo 1 

Theodore. 

[Looking up at her.] So your liberty hasn’t made 
you over happy, either, has it, old girl ? 

ZoE# 

[Faindy.] No. 

• Theodore. 

Yovlne been thinking, too, of the good times weVe 
had together, hey ? ^ 

' ZoE. 

Y-yes. [He rises andplaceshis hands upon her shoulders 
yearningly as if dbovJt to draw her to him. She shrinks 
from him with a startled look.] Theo 
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Theodore, 

[propjnng his hands,'] What ? 

ZoE. 

[N’efi'vously,] There — ^there’s one thing I — I want to 
bay to you — before we — before we go further 

• . Theodore, 

• « 

\Feding the rehiijf,] H^m ? 

• * ZoE. 

As I’ve told you, I’m willing that you should return 
to Lancaster Gate. You may return as soon as you 
please; but « 

Theodoiie. 

But? 

ZoE. 

It must be — simply as a companion, Theo ; a 
friend. 

Theodore. 

{Stiffly^ A friend ? 

ZoE, • 

\Wiih a slight shrng,] Not that weVe been much else 
to each other these last few years — except enemies. 
Still 

Theodore. 

[Frowning,] You wish to make it perfectly 
clear? 
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TflEODORE. 

[After a pause, idly,^ I beg your pardon. I was 
togetting myself just now. Thanks for the reminder. 
[Waking away from her."] Oh, I know you can feel 
only the most utter contempt for me — wholesale con- 
teipipt. 

ZoE. 

[ET^reatingly^ Ah, no ; don’t take that tone. 
Tueodohe. 

Stand the naughty boy in the corner ; he’s earned 
any amount of humiliation you choose to indict. 

ZoE. 

,, You shall never be humiliated by me, Theo. 
Theodore. 

[Throwing himself upon the settee on the left.] 
Evidently I 

ZoB. ^ 

[Turnfifig away."] ph, for God’s sake, don’t let’s 
begin fighting again ; [sitting on the settee on the right\ 

don’t let’s do that, 

« 

Theodore. 

Ha, ha I No, no ; we won’t squabble. Right you 
are ; I accept the terms — any terms. [Lying at full 
length upon his back on the settee.] As you say, we’ve 
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been little more than friends of late years — good 
friends or bad. \Throwing one leg over the o^Aer.] It*s 
your laying down the law so emphatically that riled 
me. Sorry I growled. [There is silence between ihem^ 
Shewatches him guiltily, Suddenly he changes theposUion , 
of his legs.] Zo 

Zos. 

Yes? 

« 

* Theodore. 

[Gazing at the ceiling,] At the same time, I’m^Ies^d 
if I wouldn’t rather you wanted to tear my eyes out 
than thtfo you should treat me in this lofty, con-< 
descending style— scratch my face and tear my eyes 
out. 

• ZOE. 

Well, I — I don^t, you see, 

Theodore. 

[Smiling unpleasantly.] Alice Annerly’s an ex- 
tremely handsome creature, my dear, whatever else 
sh^ may be. 

^‘ZoE. 

I’m — I’m sure of it. 

Theodore? 

Her photo’s on the top of the piano. 

ZoE. 

[Restraining an impulse to glance oxer her shoulder,] 
I — I’m not curious. 



MID-CHANNEL 191 

Theodobe. 

Ho! You mayn’t be aware of the fact, but I’ve 
paid you the compliment of resenting the deep devo- • 
tion your pet poodle — Master Lenny Ferris — has 
•been paying you recently. You might do me a similar 
honour. [Meditatively.] Master — blooming — Lenny 
— I [A gain there is a pause ; and then^ slowly ^ he turns 
wpon his side so that Ac may face hefi\] I say, that was ^ 
• a p9*etty disgraceful business — your trapesing f^out 
Itqjy with that fellow. [Another pause.] Hey? 

ZoE» 

[Holding her breath.] It was — unwise of me, I own. 
Theodore. 

* Unwise 1 Peter and I were discussing it when your 
note was brought in. 

ZoE. 

[Moisteni7ig her lips.] Were you ? 

THEODOril:. 

[Harshly I] Yes, we were. [Another pause.] My 
God, I think it’s I who ought to dictate what our 
domestic arrangemenf!si are to be in the future — ^not 
you I [A pause. With a motion of the head^ he inmtes 
her to come to him.] Zoe — [A pause.] Don’t you hear 
me 1 

[She hesitates; then she nerves herself and 
rises and^ with a light step, crosses the 

room- 
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ZoE. 

\Reating her arme on the hack of the chair at the 
f%irtheT end of the settee on which he is lying,] Still the 
same dear old bully, I notice. 

Theodobe, 

Sit down. 

ZoE. 

Your gentle voice is quite audible where I am. ^ 

- Tiieodokb. 

[Putting his feet to the ground,] You sit down a 
minute. 

ZoE, 

Pub I [-S'Ae sits haughtily, 

Theodore. 

Now, you look here, my lady; I should like an 
account of that Italian affair from the word go. 

ZoE, 

I’m not in the mood^o furnish it. 

Theodore, 

Perhaps not; but I’m in t^ie mood to receive it. 
[A paiesc.] When did he join you ? 

ZoE. 

Tie— ho didn’t join me; that’s not the way to 
pub it, 
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Theodore. 

Put it any way you like. When was it ? 

ZOE. 

At the — end of February, 1 think. 

Theodore. 

Vou think 1 [-4 pauae,^ What made him go '#ut to 
yew? ^ 

ZOE. 

He knew I was awfully in the dumps * 

Theodore 

Did he ?* How did he know that V 
ZoE. 

'* He — guessed I must be. 

Theodore. 

Guessed ! 

ZOE. 

Well, \d seen him before I went *a way. 1 wcia 
dreadfully depressed^ Theo — dreadfully desolce, 1 
never thought you’d bang out of the house as you jlid. 
I never meant, for a single moment 

Theodore. 

Where were you when he turned up? 


N 
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Z0£. 

1— I’d got to Florence. I’d been to Genoa and 
Pisa — I was drifting about 

Theodore. 

Did he dicam you were in Florence? 


Dream ? 


Zo£« 


Theodore. 

He must have dioamt it. 


ZOE. 

Oh, I see what you’re driving at He — he’d had a 
post-card from me 


A post-card ! 


Theodore. 


Feebly.'] I — I don’t ififean one — you — you silly ! I 
sent him a picture from each town — so I did to 


Theodore. 

Why don’t you admit that you and Ferris were* 
corresponding ? 

ZoE. 

I — 1 am admitting it. It’s nothing to admit. 
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Theodore. 

Isn’t it? [A paitse.] Well, he arrives in Floi 
ence ? 


Don’t worry me this afternoon, Theo 

Theodore. 

• How long was he with you in Florence ? 


» I’m seedy; I bad quite a temperature Yesterday. 
Lena called in Rashleigh 

Theodore. 

How long was he with you in Florence ? 


He wasn’t ‘‘ with ” me. 


How long ? 


Theod^e. 


A weeic— eight days 


Theodore 


Same hotel ? 


No, no, no 1 
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Thbodose. 
And afterwards ? 


ZOE. 

I wanted to do a little tour of the quiet old places — 
Perugia — Siena 

Theodore, 

So dl^d hep hey ? 

ZOE. 

He tacked on. I saw no harm in it at the time. 
Theodore. 

At the time 1 

ZoE. 

Nor do I now. 

Theodore. 

It was coming from Perugia you fell up against 
Lowenstein. 

ZoE. 

If you were a man yoiVd thrash that beast, 
c 

Theodore. , 

Lowenstein had the room at the hotel there — the 
Brufani — that Ferris had had. 

ZoE. 

[Protestingly.] Ah ! 
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In the same corridor as yours was. 

ZOE. 

It was* stupid — stupid — stupid of Leimy to let them 
cairy his bag up to the Brufani. It was all done 
before — before it dawned on him 

TnBODORBt 

•Wliere were you moving on to when Ijowenstein 
met you at Arezzo ? [A pazese.] Key ? 

ZoE. 

[Faasing Ae?* hand across her hrov)^ weaklij^\ Let me 
off to-dayi, Theo ; my head^s goi®g like a clock. 

[ Getting to her feet.\ Take it up again another time. 
She goes to the settee on the right and picks up her hag 
which she has left there, lie ibises and follows hei\ so 
that when she turns they come face to fme. She steadies 
herself J\ Well, you turn it over in your mind about 
coming back to me. I don’t want to put pressure on 
you ; only I — I understood from Peter you were feeling 
kindly towanls me again. 

Tueodore. 

[Qnietly.^ When did you t-ee Ferris last ? 


Oh, drop Fei ris 


ZoE. 


When ? 


Theouohe, 
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ZOE. 

Oh — over two months ago— -at the end of the little 
jaunt. 

Theodore. 

Not since? [She looks at him vacantly and shakes 
her head,'] That’s a lie. lie was with you on Monday 
morning at half-past eleven. D’ye deny it ? 

t 

ZoE. 

You — you're so jealous one — one’s afraid — 

Theodore. 

[ With sudden^ fierce ea^tmestness,] Zoe 

ZoE. 

[//elplessly,] Fin not going to remain here to 
be 

Theodore. 

Give me your word nothing wrong’s occurred be- 
tween you and Ferris. [A pause.] I don’t ask for 
your oath ; I’ll be satisfiei with your word. [A pause.] 
Give me }our word. 

sits upon the settee, her hands lying in 
her lap, 

Zoe. 

[Staring at him.] Theo— I’ve forgiven you ; forgive 
me. 

[There is a silence and then, dumfoundered, 
he mores to the chair at the further end of 
the settee on the l^ft and sits there. 
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Theodore. 

[^After a iohileJl Florence? 

ZOE. 

No. Perugia — Siena \Brokenly,"\ It was in 

Florence I first lost my senses. I^d been pitying you, 
hating myself for the way I’d served you, and had 
l^en trying to concoct a letter to you. And then orlfe 
^rrived from him^ telling me yhii'd taken this T>ig fiat 
and \ere having a splendid time. It made mo 
furious; and when he came tly^ough to me, I was 
half beside myself. And then he planmfd out the 
little tour, and I said Yes to it. \]Vrin(jin(j her 
hands ] Why ! Why did I fall in with it ? I shall 
never k«ow why — except that 1^ was mad — blind 

mad ! [^Leanmy ho/ck^her eyes closed, \ (let me a 

drop o’ water. 

[//c rouses hiwself and. goes to the table on the 
• left of the fireplace and half-Jdls a tumbler 

vnth soda-water. Then he brings her the 
Uimhler and holds it out to her, 

Theodore. 

Here- 

• ZoE 

\Opening her eyes and looking up at him heseexlangly,^ 
Be — merciful to me. 

Theodore. 

[^Peremptorily Take it. 
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ZOE. 

\Barely ioitching tht glass.^ Don’t — doil't be hard 
on me, old man. 

[He thrusts the ttimhler into her hand and 
she drinks. 

Theodore. 

\FIe(ivily'\ I — I must have some advice about this 
—some advjco. * 

ZoE. , 

Advice ? [//<? goes to the writing-table, sits there, a/nd 
places the telephone-receiver to his car.] You — you won’t 
do anything to disgrace me publicly, will you, Theo ? 
[//c lapn the arm of the instrument impatiently.^ You 
won't do anything spiteful, [//c rings again.'\ You 
and I are both Minnera, Theo; we’ve both gone a 
mucker. 

Theodore. 

[Speaking into the telephone,] London Wall, one, 
three, double five, eight. 


ZoE. 

That’s Peter. He woi^t advise you to do anything 
spiteful. [She rises painfully, puts the tumbler on the top 
oj the piano, andttwalks about the roo?n.] What can you 
do? You can do nothing to hurt me; not I you. 
We’re botli sinners. 

Theodore. 

[Into the telephone.] Hallo ! . . . Are you Blundell, 
Slade and Mottram ? ... Is that Mr. Ewart ? . . . 
Mr. Blundelk . • . Mr. Mottram not back yet, I sup- 
pose? . . , 
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Zos. 

\In a mw^wrj] Both — both gone a mucker. 

Theodore. 

[Into the telephone.'\ . . . When he comes in, tell 
him I want to see him at once. . . . Oavendish Square 
, . . at once. . . . [Replacing the receiver.] Good-bye, 

ZoE. 

[On the left.] Peter — Peter won’t let you — be too 
rough on me. • 

Theodore, 

[Leaning hie head on his hands.] Ho, ho ! An eye- 
opener foi’^Peter ! But he’s been a ^rst-mto prophet 
all the same. [In a muffled voice.] Yea, Peter’s been 
right all along the line, with his precious mid-Channel! 

ZOE. 

[Looking at him and speaking in low^ measured tones.] 

Theo [Bemakesnorespoitse.] TLeo [Coming 

to him slmdy.] I — I wjis thiiiidng it over — beating it 
all out — driving into the City and back again. Our 
marriage was doomed long, long before we reached 
mid-Chaifhe]. • 

Theodore. 

[AhsenAy^ not stvi'ring.] Oh ? 

ZoE. 

It was doomed nearly fourteen years ago. 
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Theodore* 

[Ashefore^^ Oh? 

ZOE. 

From the very beginning. 

Theodore, 

, yiiaisimj huH hea(h\ What (Uye ? 

« , 

ZoE. 

It was (loomed from tlie moment wo agreed that 
we*d never bo encumbered in our career with any — 
brats of children. [^IJe 'partly itirnft in his chair ^ to listm 
to her.^ I want yon to remember that bargain, in judg- 
ing me : and I wsant you to tell Peter of itfi 

Theodore. 

Yes, it suits you to rake that up now ' 


ZoE. 

yPressing her fingers lo her temples.]. If there had 
been “ brats of children^' at home, it would have made 
a diflerent won^n of me, Theo; such a clift'erent woman 
of me — and a different man of you. But, no ; every- 
thing in the earlier years of our marriage was sacri- 
ficed to coining money — to shoving our way through 
the crowd — to “getting on” ; everything was sacrificed 
to that. 


[Angrily.] Oh- 


I'lIEODORE. 
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ZoE. 

And then, when we had succeeded — when we had 
got on — we had commenced to draw apart from each 
other ; and there was the great, showy, empty house 
► at Lancaster Gate for me to fret and pine in. \Ife 
waves his arms scornfully J] Oh, yes, wo weio happy in 
those climbing days — greedily, feverishly happy; but 
we didn’t look to the time when we should nced^ 
anTither interest in life to bind ijs together— th% time 
wiben^we’d got on in years as well as in position. 

( Theodore starts 17;.] Ah, Theo, I believe we should 
lave crossed that llidge safely enough [Uj^ing her 
/lands upon his br€ast\ but for our cursed, cursed 
selfishness ! 


Theodore. 

[Shaking himself free, \ Well, there’s not the slightest 
use in talking about what might, or might not, have 
been. [Passing her and pacing the room.] One thing is 
absolutely certain — it’s impossible for us ever to live 
under the same roof again under any conditions. 
That’s out o’ the question ; I couldn’t stoop to that. 


ZoE. 

[Leaning against the chair at the icriting-tahJeJ] No, 
you draw the line at stooping to Mrs. Annerly. 


Theodore. 

Oh, don’t keep on harping on that string. The cases 
are as far apart as the poles. 
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ZOE. 

[Fa/indy*^ Ha, ha ! 


Theodore. 

[llfiliing in the middle of the room and drumming 
wpon hia brow with hia Jingera,] Of course, we can 
make our separation a legal one ; but that wouldn’t 
^give us release. And as long as we’re tied to <)ne 
another — [abruptly ^ looking at herJ] Zo o 

< Zoe« 

[Meakty.] Eh? 

Theodore. 

If I allowed jou to divorce me — made, it ^asy for 
you — would Ferris — would that scoundrel marry you? 


ZoE. 

[Turning to him blankly,^ M-marry me? 


Theodore. 

Because — if it ’ud save you from going utterly to 
the bad ^ 

ZoE. » ^ 

[Advoficing a atep or two*\ No, no ; I wouldn't — I 
wouldn’t marry Lenny. * 


Theodore, 

[After a moment a pauae^ sharply.^ You wouldn’t ? 



No— no-V- 
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Theodore. 

[Coming close to her*’] Why not ? [She shrugs hei* 
shoulders confusedly,^ Why not ? 

[She wmers^ then grasps his arm. Again he 
shakes her off* 


ZOE. 

[Appealingly*] Oh, Theo, stick to me. Don't throw 
jpe over. Wait — wait for Petei^ Theo, IVe never 
ceased to be fond of you 


Faugh I 


Theodore. 


ZOE. 

• Not at the bottom of my heart. No, nor you 
of me; there’s the tragedy of it. Peter siiys the 
same. [Seifsing his hand,] Take time ; don’t decide 
to-day 


TheodcISe. 


[Freeing his hand and looking at dh&r piercingly?^ 
When did you see him last ? 


H-him¥ 


ZOE. 


Ferri". 


Theodore. 
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ZoE. 

This — this morning. 

Theodoke. 

This morning I 

ZoE. 

1 — I confess — this morning. I — I sent him away, 

li 

Theodore. 

Sent him — away ? 

« 

ZoE. 

[Nodding,] Yes — yes 

« 

Theodore, 

[Slowly.] And so you rush off to me — straight from 
the young gentleman 


ZoE, 

W-weil ? 

Theodore, 

[Suddenly, \ VThy, damn you, youVe quarrelled! 


N 


ZOE. 


Theodore. 

He’s chucked you ! 



MID^HANNEL 

ZOB. 


207 


Theodoiie. 
Had enough of you ! 


ZO£. 

[Her eyes blazing.^ That b not ti ue ! 


Thbiodore. • 

Ho, ho! You bring me his ca-st-oft‘ trash, do 
jrOU ! 

ZOE. 

It*b a lie ! 

Theodoiie. 

'Mr. Lenny Feriis's leavingb ^ 


ZoE. 

it's u he 1 He’d give his soul to make me his wife. 


TllEODolfE. 

Will he tell me that ? 


Tell you 1 




ZoE. 


Theodore. 

[Beitoem his teeth.^ If he doesn't, I'll break every 
bone in his carcase. 
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ZOE. 

Of coixCHe he'd tell 

you. 

Theodore. 

{Walking away to the fireplace^] He shall have a 
chauce of doing it. 

ZoE. 

[Making for the do<yi\ wildly.‘\ The sooner the 
better 1 

Theodors* 

[LookHg at hie watchJ\ If Peter were here 


ZoE* 

[Behwd the eeftee on the left^ turning to Theodore.] 
Mind ! I’ve your bond I If Lenny promises to marry 
me, you’ll let me free myself from you ? 


I’ve said so. 


Theodore. 

ZoE. 


[Mieeing her bag^ which ie again lying upon the settee 

an the left, and pointing to i«.] Please 

[He picks up the hag, and is about to take it 
to har, when he rememb&i's that he hoe the ‘ 
hlch-key in his podket. He produces the 
key and drops it into the bag. 


Theodore. 

he does so.] You’ll want this for your new - 
husband. 
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ZOE. 

Thank G^M, IVe done with tlie old one ! \ITe tosses 
the hag to her in a fury and she catches t/.] I In, ha ! 
[At the door.^ Ta, ta ! [She disappears. 


Theodore. 

[Flourishing his hands J\ Oh- 

[Going to the piano^ he takes the decanter of 
brandy and a glass p*om the tray avdfdls 
the glass to the brim. 


END OP THE THIRD ACT 




THE FOURTH ACT 

The scene is a pretty^ irreynlarly-shaped room, simply 
hut tastefully Jumdshed. At the baclc^ fucing the 
s^yectator, are two double-windows opening tht 
f^or. These windows give on to a balcony which 
appears to continue \ts course outside the adjoining 
rooms both on the right and left. Beyond the bal- 
cony there is an 0 ])en spiwe and^ in the distance, a 
view of the upper part of the Albert I Jail and of 
other lofty buildings. On the left is the Jbe/d are — 
its gimte empty, save for a few^mts of flowers — 
and, nearer the spectator, there is a door opening 
from a corridor Oppoente tins door is a door of 
liJ:e dimensions, admitting to a bedroom. 

On either side of the fireplaie and of the left hand 
loindow there is an arm-chair ; facing the fire- 
place there is a settee ; and at the hade of the settee 
cure a small writing-table and venting -eh air. A 
leathern tub for wast^p>aper stands beside the 
writing-table* ^ 

0% the right of the room is a round table upon 
which tea is laid for three persons. Two chairs — 
one on the left, another at the further side — cmd a 
settee on the right are drawn up close to this table. 
Elsewhere are a booJc-ca^e, a smoJeing cnfnnet, a'nd 
some odds and ends of furniture — the whole being 
characteristic of a room hi a small flat occupied by 
Ot well-to-do, but not wealthy, young man, 
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Both the ii'indows are 0]t)enfa7id thejlare of the 
afternoon snn is on the balcony an<f iJw opposite 
buildings, 

[Miifl. PiEiiPoiNT, Ethel, and Leoxari) — the 
ladies in their hats and gaily dressed — are 
seated at the round table, 

Leonard. ' ’ 

[hi the chair on the left of the table — handing ( ditli 
of cakes to Mrs. Pierpoint.] Do try ono of these little 
cakes. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

\In the chair at the further side of the table,’] I 
couldn’t. 

Leonard. 

I bought them and carried ’em home myself. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

You really must excuse me. 

- Leonard. 

[P ushing the dish towards Eth::l, who is on the settee 
' facing him^ Buck up, Ethel. 

Ethel. 

Good-bye to my dinner, then. [Taking a cake and 
biting it as she speaks.] May I, mother? 
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lady exactly ! 


]^nS. PlEllPOINT. 

Now, isn^t that the modern young 
May I, mother? And the cake is half 


eaten before the poor mother can even nod her head. 


Ethel. 

[^Laughing Ha, ha 1 


Mrs. Pierp^int. 

RSay I go out for a walk, mother ; and the front 
door bangs on the very words ! May I do this ; may 

do that! And a nice life th8 mother leads if she 
dares to say No. 

Ethel. 

This iounds suspiciously like* a sermon. [7b 
Leonard] Lenny, sit up straight and be preached 
to. [^Pushing her cup to Mrs. Piekpoint who has the 
tea4ray before her.^ Another cup of tea, your rever- 
•ence. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Ethel 1 How — how irreligious ! ^Pouring out tcaJ\ 
Ah! but iPs true, every syllable of it. And in 
nothing is this .spirit of— what shall I describe it 
as? 

^ Ethel. 

Go-as*you-pleas6dnesa. 

o 

Mrs# Pierpoint. 

[Giving Ethel her tea.l In nothing is this wilful, 
thoughtless spirit more plainly shown than in the way 
love<afiair8 are conducted at the present day. 
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Ethel. 

[Whistling slyly,] Phew ! 

MnS. PlERPOINT, 

[To Leonard.] More tea, Leonard ? 

( Leonard. 

No, thanks. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[liesig.iedly^ I suppose I must call you Leonard 
now ? 

Ethel, 

[Into h&t tea-cup.] What’s the matter with 
“ Lenny ? 

Mrs, Pierpoint. 

1 niJiy be wrong, but 1 don’t think that it wa§ the 
fashion in my youth for a young lady suddenly to ap- 
pear before her mother and to say, without a note of 
warning, “ Mr. So-and-so is in the drawing-room 
and wo wish to be engaged.” Take the case of Ethel’s 
papa — there's a, case in point 


Leonard. 

1 certainly intended to speak to you first, Mrs. 
Pierpoint, 


Ethel, 

[To Leonard.] You fibber ! 
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Ethel 

Leonard 

Well, I— what I mean is 
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Ethel. 

If you had done so, I’d never have looked at you 
again. Surely, if there is one thing which is a girlte 
£wn particular business, it is* settling prelinJinaries 
with?ner best young man. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

My dear 1 

, Ethel. 

• • 

[Jumping up.] Anyhow, mother, if you wanted to 
play the dragon, you shouldn’t have been upstairs, 
sleeping off the eilects of an exceedingly heavy lunch, 
*when Lenny arrived this afternoon. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Fiddle, heavy lunch! _ A morsel of minced 
chicken ! 

^ Ethel. 

Ha, ha ! [Bending over Mrs. Pierpoint.] And you 

don’t mind, do you — ^not actually Mhs. 

Pierpoint] as long as ? 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 
As long as what ? 
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Ethel. [ 

Ati long iis — Lenny \s contented t 

Mrs. PiERPOiNT. 

[Shaking her8elfJ\ Oh, go away. 

[Laughingly, Ethel wanders about inspecting 
the various objects in the room. 

f 

Leonard. 

[y’o Mrs. Pierpoint, prodAucing his cigarette-case,] 
Do you object ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Not in the least. EtheUs papa used to indulge in 
moderation. 

Leonard. 

[To Ethel, over his sho'idder,] Cigarette, Ethel ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Ethel, I forbid it, 

EtllEL. 

\rutiing on ksr gloves^] I would, but it makes me 
swimmy. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[To Ethel.] How do you know ? 

Ethel. 

I’ve smoked with Zoe Blundell. 
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Thi.s is ue^s to me. 

Ethel. 

Zoe smokes like a chimney. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Leonard.] By-tiie-bye, she’s ii\ London again. 

Leonard 

[ U ncomforiahly. ] Y es — yes. 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Ethel called on her this morning at Lancaster 
Gate. • 

* Leonard. 

Did she ? 


Ethel. 

Leonard.] I told you, Len. 


Ah, yes. 


Leonard. 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[To Leonard,] ll&ve you seen hei? I piesume 
not. 


Leonard. 

Er — for a few minutes. I was in the neighbour- 
hood on — on Monday, and 1 noticed the blinds were 
up, and I — I just rang the bell to — ^to inquire. 
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Mbs. PiERPoi^T. ^ 

[Elevating her eyebrows.] She received you ? 

Leonard. 

She — she happened to be in the hall. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

* I Tvas going to eay — a woman in her peculiar posi- ' 
tion ought hardly 

V Leonard. 

No, of course. 

Mrs. Pierpoint, 

Looks ill, I understand ? ‘ 

Etuel, 

Frightfully. 

Leonard. 

Does she ? 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

T am afraid — 1 am S^ery much afraid — that dear 
Mrs. Plundell was not entirely free from blame 
in her treatment of that big, rough h.usband of 
hers. 

Etuel. 

[At the left-hand vAndow.] Rubbish, mother! 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

Ethel, you are too disrespectful. 
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I EtH£L. 

Sorry. 

Mrs. PiERPOiNT. 

At the same time, she is an exceedingly attrac- 
tive person — a trifle vulgar, poor soul, occa- 
sionally — 

Ethel. 

IHoily.'] Mother I 

Mrs. PierpoAt. 

\l'o IjEONARd.] But good-natured people frequently 
fUre vulgar — aren^t they ? * • 


Ethel. 

[Going qn to tJie balcony.’] Oh 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 


[To Leonard.] You were quite a friend of hers 
before the sad split, weren't you — quite a friend ? 


/ 


Leonard. 


Yes, I — I always found her a very decent sort. 

0 

Ethel. 

[Uer hgnda upon the rail of ifts ha^ustrade^ calling.] 
Mother, do come ahd look at the tiny men and 
women. 

^ Mr.s. Pierpoint. 

Men and women ? [Mrs. Pierpoint rises and 

goes to the window^ whereupon JjZOUAJId jumps up as if 
relieved by the interruption.] You're soiling your gloves, 
Ethel. 
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Ethel, j ^, 

Look down there. What tots ! 


Mrs. riEiiPoiNT, 

[ Drawing hack from tJie wiyidowJ] Oh, my dear, I 
can’t 


Do, mother. 


Ethel. 


' MiIH. PlElirOINT. 

You know 1 don’t care for heights. 


Ethel. 

I’ll steady you. [Mas. Pierpoint timidly ven» 
lures on to the balcony Ethel takes Iter arm.l 
There’s been A concert — or a meeting. \Ccdling,\ 
Lenny 

[Leonard has walked away to the xoritlng- 
table gloomily. He 'is ahoxit to join the 
ladies on the balcony when the do^r on 
the left ojmis and Rideout, his servant^ 

Leonard, 

I To Rideout.] Eh ? 

[Aft&r glcmdng discreetly in the direction of 
the ladies on the Jjolcony^ RiSieout pro- 
duces a visiting-card from behind his hack, 
Leonard goes to him and takes the 
axid looks at it in astonishment. 

Rideout. 

[Qnieily.'] There’s some writing on it, sir. 



MID-CHANNEL 


221 


JLeoxaed. 

I see. \In i low Wheie is she ] 


Rideout. 

In niy room, sir. 1 suicl you were engaged. 


Leonard. 

yUneasily*^ You didn't tell her who's heio. 


Rideout. 

No, sir; merely some friends t(\tea. 


Leonard, 

All right. I sha'n't be v(*ry long [IJidkout is 
^oing,] Ts#— ! 

' Rideout. 

\Stopping?[ Yessir? 


I Leonard, 

Keep your door shut. 


Yessir. 


Rideout, 


[Rideout vnthdraioa. Leotard crams the 
• card into his waistcoat-j^cket and is 
again about to join the ladies v)hen Mrs. 
Pierpoint comes hack into the room, « 


Mrs, Pierpoint. 

[To Leonard.] Thank you for showing ns your 
shaming little nest. Quite- quite delighted ! 
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LkONARD. I 

[Standing by the round table,'] Oh, for bachelor 
quarters 

Mrs, Pierpoint. 

[In the middle of tlm room,] There I I declare I often 
wonder what there ia to tempt a bachelor to marry in 
these days, 

Leona UP. 

You're not a bachelor, Mrs. Pierpoint, 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

No ; that’s true. That’s perfectly true. But I’ve 
distinct remembrance of the rooms Ethel’s papa lived 
ill when he was a bachelor. [Ethel returns and goes 
to the fireplace,]^ They woie in Keppel S'treet, and 
vastly diilerent from these. [Turning to Ethel.] 
Have 1 ever told you that poor papa lived in Keppel 
Street ? 

Ethel. 

[Demurely,] Ye«, mother. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

[To Ethel.] And now, my dear, as we have to dine 
at half-past seisen — [to Leonard] — what time does 
Loum begin ? 

Leonard. 

Ob, if we get theie at nine 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

So kind of you to take us — and as Ethel must lie 
down on her bed for an hour if we want her to look 
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. her BfeiJt — [woinftn^ the tea table ] — may I trouble 

you — my fau ? 4 

[Leonard searches for Mrs. Pierpoint’s fan 
among the tea-things^ 

Ethel. 

[Kneeling npon the settee on the lefty her elbows on the 
hack of ity gazing into 8})ace,] Motlier 


Mrs. PiERPoiyj. 

\\\ '^[Receiving her ^an from Leonard.] Thank you. 

Ethel. 

[Slowh/.] Mother — this is going to be an awfully 
happy night. 

Mrs. PiiiRPoiNT. * 

sure I hope so, my darling. It won^t bo my 
fault if it isn’t — [taj/fnng Leonard’s shoulder with her 
fan ] — nor Leonard’s. 

/ Ethel. 

Ah, no ; I mean the night of one’s life, perhaps. 

Mrs. Piejipoint. 

Oh, I trust we shall have many, maj^y 

^Leonard, 

Bather ! 

^ Ethel. 

[Raising herself and gripping the bach of the settee,] 
No, no ; you don’t understand, you gabies. In every- 
body’s life there’s one especial moment 
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MttS, PlERPOl fT. 

Moment ? ^ ^ 

Ethel. 

Hour — day — night ; when all the world seems yours 
— as if it had been made for youy and when you can't 
help pitying other people — they seem so ordinary 
and insignificant. Well, I believe this to be my 
evening. 

Mrs. PiEupoiNT. 

One would imagine I had never given you any 
pleasure, to hear you talk. 

„ Ethel, 

YRi8ing,'\ I say, mother, don’t make me lie down and 
lose consciousness, when 1 get home. [Going to Mrs. 
PiERPOiNT with extended aiins,^ Ah, ha ! X^uduck — ! 

[In advancing to Mrs. Pierpoint, Ethel 
knocks 01 ei' the waste^paper tub with her 
skirt and its contents are scattered on the 
floor, 

Ethel, t 

[Going down on hei* Icnees and replacing the litter,^ 
Sorry. 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

V> 

[To Ethel.] You'll crease your skiit, Ethel, 
Leonard. 

[Going to Ethel.] Never mind that. 

Ethel, 

Oh, but if I do anything clumsy at home — ! [coming 
upon some fragments of a photograph,^ Oh — ! [trying 
to fit tJis pieces together, '\ Zoe 1 
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\ Leonakd. 

Yes, I—l^ 

Mrs. PiERPOiNi*. 

[Who has moved to the fireplace^ Pray get off the 
door, child 

Ethel. 

J[Finding more pieces,] Wliy, youVe been tearing 
^oe’Bj)hotos. • 

Leonard. 

^ They’re old things. 

Ethel. 

That they’re not. This one isn’t, at all events 
[Eocamining one of the scraps doselg^^ ** — Firenze.” 

Mrs. Pierpoint. 

' ^hel, we must be going. 

Leonard. 

[Almost roughhj.] Leave t^em alone, Ethel. 

[A little startled by his tone^ site dro 2 )s the 
pieces into the basket anc^he assists her to 
rise. 


Mrs. Pierpoint. 

d[0/)ening the door on the left,] Come along at once, 
T: insist. 

[Mrs. Pierpoint goen out, Ethel is following 
her motJier when she turns to Leonard loho 
is behind her. 


P 
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Ethel 

[To Leonard, wiUh a smile,] Sorry I contradicted 
you 

[They kiss hm^riecUy and Ethel i’U'hs after 
her mother. Leonard follows md closes 
the do<yr. After a little while^ the door 
18 reopened y and Rideout enters vyith ZoB. 
ZoE is dressed as when last seen. 

Rideout, 

[To ZoE, as she passes him.] Mr. Ferris has gone to 
tho lift, nia’iim. Ho won*t be a minute. < 

ZoE, 

[iroimj to the left-hand window y languidly ] All 
right. 

Rideout, 

\At the round tahUy putting the tea-things torjether 
upon the tray.\ Shall 1 make you some tea, ma’ali ? 


ZOE, 

[ Looking out of the window, speaking in a dull voice.] 
No; I’ve had tea, in a tea-shop. [Turning.] Ride- 
out — 

Rideout. 

Yes, ma'am? 

ZoE. 

1 should like to tidy myself, if I may ; I've been 
walking about. 
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Rideout. 

[Going t(^ the door on the right and opening t<.] 
Cert’nly, ma’am. [-4s Zoe approaches.] The hot water 

flows cold for a few seconds, ma’am. 

# 

Zoe. 

Is there any scent ? 

^ Rideout. # 

There’s some eau-de-cologne dn the dressing-table, 
ijta’aiD. 

[She disappears and Ruieout closes the door 
and ctmtinnes Ins preparations for re- 
moving the tea things. Leonard returns . 

Rideolt. 

[AnsweHng a look of inquiry from Leonard.] Mrs. 
Blundell’s tidying herself, sir. 

j Leonard. 

(m, yes. [Moving about the room nntahly.] Won t 
she have some tea. 

RiDEqjJT. 

I did ask her, sir. 8he’s had it. 

* * Leonard. 

[Halting.] Did Mre. Blundell — say anything, Rjde- 
dujb? 

Rideout. 

[Folding tfie taMe<loth.] Only that she wanted to 
see you just for ten minutes, sir, and that she thought 
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Bae’d wait. And then she wrot/ on her c4rd and told 
me to slip it into your hand if I got theopportunity. 

Leonard, 

[Jieaumintj hts walk^ Yes, yes. 

lilDEOUT 

[Xfter What timell you dress, sir? 

< 

Leonard. 

Quiuter to seven. I have to dine at half-past. 
Rideout. 

Which suit’ll you wear, sir ? 

Leonard. 

\(Jo)isdenn(j.\ Kr — pink lining. 

Rideout, 

Theatre, sir 

LrOXARD. 

Opera. Two pairs o’ gloves. [Rideout goes 
towards the door on the left, candying tea-tragA 
TV ! 

Rideout. 

Yessir ? 

Leonard. 

There’s no uecessity to put out my clothes yet 
awhile. 
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^ Rideout. 

[Placing ike tray upon a piece of furniture eo that 
he can open the dooi\^ No, sir. 


Leonard. 

Ill ring when you can come through. 


Rideout. 

^Opening the Yossir 

Leonard. 

And l*m not at home to anybody else. 


Rideout. 

^ [Taking up the tray,^ No, sir. [As the man is 
leaving the room^ Leonard comes to the door to close 
U>] Thank you very much, sir. 

a [Rideout goes out and Leonard shuts the 
door. As he tarns from the door^ his eyes 
fall upon the vmste-jmper tub. lie 
snatches it up migrily. 


Leonard. 

[Reopemng the door' and c(dling^\ Rideout- 


Rideout. 

[ Ont of sighL^ Yessir ? 

[Rideout jrresputs himself at the door 
iLiihoul the tray. 
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[Shaking up the contents of tfic tuh amfthen giving 
it to Kideout.], Burn this waste paper. 

Rideout. 

Yessir, 

[Rideout closes the door and Leonard is 
again walking aJ^ont the room when Zor 
carrying her hoi, gloves^ and bag, appears 
on the balcony outside the righUitanct 
window. Sh^ enters and they look at 
f. one another /br a moment withoutt 
speaking. 


Hallo, Zo 
Hallo, Len ! 

This is a surprise. 


Leonard. 

ZOE. 

Leonard. 

ZOE. 


I Putting her hat, gloves'^ and, hag upon the round 
tahlf — nervonslyA^ Is it? 


Leona iiD* 

T thouj^ht oiiM dropped my acquaintance 
good and all. 

Zoe. 

Len. Why should you think that ? 
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1 Leonard. 

Hal W$ll, I be«* the marks of the point of your 
shoe somewhere about me. 


ZoE» 

Oh, you — you mustn’t take mo too seriously when 
Fm in one of my vile tempers. [^1 I — I’m 

yt — keeping you ? 

Leonaiii 

JNo, no. 

ZoE. 

\Tuming the chair on the left of the round tcdde so 
that it fa^s the writing- table,] May I sit down ? 

• 

, Leonard. 

Do. 

* I ZoE. 

f was hero three-quarters of an hour ago, but the 
porter said } on were out ; so I went and got some 
tea. [Sitting.] You’ve been enteitaining, accoiding 
to Rideout. 

Leonard. 

[Tnni^ng the chair at the writing-tahle and sitting 
facing her.] A couple o’ people turnod up — oM 
» friends • 

ZoE. 

You are a gay dog. [Suddenly ^ staring at the 
icriting-table.] Why — where — where am / ? 
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You? 


Leonabd. 


Zoc. 

You always have a photograph of 
on your writing-table. # 


me, standing 


Leona iiD. 

0 — oh, it’s 

ZoE. 

* I /ieiiiemherlnf/,] And there isn't one now — 
ai the door on the rhjht\ — in your ! 


c 



, ]jEONARD. 4 

'rhe frames had got beastly shabby. Rideout's 
taken ’em to bo done up. 


ZuE. 

[Flutter ingly.^ Honour ? [d pause.'] Honour ? 

Leonard, 

If — if I say so 

ZoE. 

I beg your pardon. No, you wouldn*t mit my 
photos because of a — becaV.so of a little tiff', would 
you ? 

Leonard, 

L — likely 

ZoE. 

[Risuig and yoing to him ] T’m sure you wouldn't, > 
dear boy; I’m sure 3011 wouldn’t. [Again there is a 
pavrse, during which she passes her hand over hts 
shoulder caressingly.] Leu 
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9 Leonard. 

Eh? k 

ZOE. 

[Standing behind After that — stupid fall out 

of ours this morning — ^vhat d’ye think I did ? 

Leonard. 

Did? 

ZOE. 

! f — I took it into my head to — to pay 

Theodore a visit. 

Leonard. 

Pay him a visit 

ZoE. 

It — it was one of my silly impulses — I was so 
upset at; having offended you 




you see him ? 


Leonard, 


ZOE. 


Y — ^yes. 

And what had he to say for himself ? 


Leonard, 


, ZoE, 

*Oh, I — I made such a mash of it, Tjen. 


]VIash ? 


Leonard. 
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Yes, J — I let him worm it out of me. * 


Leonard. 

« 

Worm it out of you ? 


ZoE, 

♦ , Worm it — all out 

# 


Leonard. 

Worm out Oi you ? 

ZoE, 

yFaintlv^^ P-Perngia- 

is a silenceyand then Leonard rises 
with an angry look, 

ZoE. 

[Holding the lapels of his coat,] Don^t be saT^age" 
with me, Jjen. It wasn’t altogether my fault. lie 
had heard of it from Claud Lowenstein. And it’s of 
no consequence ; none vibatevcr. It’s just as you 
.<;aid this morning — he is ready to make matters 
smooth for us. 

Leonard, 

[Blankly.] Smooth — for us! 

ZoE. 

Yes, to let me divorce him. He’s promised — he’s 
promised to do so, if you’ll -only 
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^Leonard. 

[His jaw dropping J If I ? 

I ZoE. 

If you’ll give him your word that you’ll do the 
right thing by me. 

Leonard. 

?rhe right thing ! 

ZOE. 

Marry me. [J pause.^ I — I suppose he — !• suppose 
he’ll demand to see you. Or perhaps he’ll make 
Peter Mottram a go-between. c 

\^gain tlm'c h a and then he v^alks 

away from her. IShe fdth vjs him with her 
eyes, 

Leonard. 

* [TEic^/y.] But you— you wished me good-bye t his 
raor/ing — finished with me. 

ZoE, 

[CleJiching her hands.] I l^now — [ know! [('oming 
to him.] But he — he insulted me, Wen — stung me. 
He flung jt in my face that you — that you’d chucked 
me; that I was your cast-oil', your leavings. J 
couldii’t bear it from him; and I — 1 told him that 
tou were all eagerness to make me your wi%. 
[A pause.] Well ! And so you were — this morning ! 

\lle aits in the chair on ihs left of the round 
UMe^ his elbows on his knees^ holding his 
head. 
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Leonard. 


Zoe 

ZOE. 

W-what ? 

Leonard. 

These people^ I’ve had to tea this afternoon — ladies 
— two ladies 

ZoE. 

Yes^ 

JjEONAHD. 

Mrs. Pierpoint was one of them — and — and- 
ZoE. 

Mrs. Pierpomt ? 

Leonard. 

I Rimiit f his head aivd looking at A^r.J ’Die othe^was 
— Etliol. 

ZoE, 

Eth-ol ! ^ 

liEONAIlD. 

[/// a loir loice.] You — you made me do it 


ZoE. 

[Dazed.] T — 1 made you ! [Di'av'ing ti deep 

brmth,\ Oli-h-h I [*^'he turns from him sloirlg^ and seats 
herself in the duitr at the iorithtg iahle.] 1 — I’d 
forgotten Ethel. 
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^ Leohaiid, 

Yes, you f^ersuad^ me to do it. [A 2)mise.] Zo, you 
egged me on to do it. 

, Zo£. 

[Quietly,] You — you didn’t lose much time, did 
vou ? 

Lkonabd. 

I was furious when I left* you — furious. 

ZoE. 

[ With an attempt at a smile. | Why, you — you must 
have bolted straight oft* to her. 

Leonard, 

' I — I went to the club and had some food ; and then 
I came back here and changed — and 

ZoE. 

Got rid of those photos ! 

# 

Leonard. 

I wasjurious — furious. 

• • 

ZoE. 

And then you — you bustled oft* to Sloane fStieet * 
[He Hses cmd paces the room. A fter a vditlr she pidls 
herself together.] Oh, well, it — it can’t be helped, old 
boy. 
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Leonard. ' 

[Agitatedly,^ It must be helptd; it mmt be helped. 
1 mu8t got out of it ; 1 rmiHt get out of it. Somehow 
or other, I must get out of it. 


Get out of it ? 


^OK. 


Leonard. 

I'he — the Pierpoints ! 


ZoE. 

Oh, don’t talk such utter lubbish ; I’d kill myself 
sooner. [He throim himmlf into the chair on Jte right of 
the left-hand window, ] No, I’m a rotter, Len, but I’m 
not as low as that. Oh, no, I’m not as low as all that. 
[She rises and goes slowly to the ronml table and^ in a 
listless way, pulls the pin^ out of her hat.^ I — 1’^ bo 
toddling home now, [TracliUf a pattern on the 

of her hat with the hal-pins,^ Home ! [Knitting her 

hrows,^ I shall clear out of that — big — flashy — 

empty ! [Putting on her hat,'] Ha, ha! I have 

made a mash of it, haven’t I ! My father always said 
I was a heedleps, irresponsible little puss. [With a 
puzzled look, her arms hanging at her sidi,\ There 
was a lot o’ good in me, too— any amount o’ 
good ! 

[She is draiving on a glove ivhen she turns her 
head in the direction of the door on the left. 
At the same momeiit, Leonard, also looking 
at the door, gets to his feet 
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^ ZoE. 

[Listmin^J] Whal’H that, dear ? 

[//e tiptoes to the door^ opem it an inch or 
twOj and ptUs his ear to the ojrnihitj^ 

Leonard. 

)/ closing the door and ttmiwf/ to her.\ 
ZoE. 

\^nder Aer hreat1u'\ Oh 

Leonard. 

\In a v}hisper,'\ Don’t worry. I’ve told Rideout 

[There is\jb pause, Thm) stand looking at each other in 
silence^ imiUng, LeonXrd reiorm to the, 

di>or and, without opening listens again,] Curse tho 
brute, he won’t go I 

1 He faces her irresoluteh/ and, In a panic, f-he 
picks up her hag and het' other glove mid 
rau'i out at the door on the right. J^konard 
IS in the middle of the room whsn ths door 
on ths left is throxmi open and Tiieudoue 
and Peter eAter, followed hy Rideout. 
Theodore Peter Imve their hats on. 

$ 

Rideout. 

[To Leonard.] I — I bog your pardon, mr ^ 

Leonard. 

To Rideout.] All right. 


[Carefidl 

l^lundell. 
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f 

TnEODOIlE. 

0 

[ To Pei Ell, with a hoarse laugh.^ You give the man 
a lialf a-bovei'eign, Peter ; thaPll soothe his feelings. 

Petek, 

I To TiiEODOiiE, sharply. 1 Sh&h, sssh ! Theo ! 

[Rideout withdraws. 

TnEODOIlE. 

\Advancimj to Leonaiid.] Ho 1 Not at home,'u^ v 
Leonard. 

him.'\ No, I’m not ; not to you. 

n Peter. 

You bo quiet, Ferris. 

Leonaiid. 

\To Theodore.] What the devil do you mean by 
forcing your way into my place ? 

Theodore. 

[Raisiwj a wa^kiny-cam^ohich he carries.^ You ! 

[Peter quickly puts him^^elf hetioecn the two 
men as Leonard seizes the chair on the 
left o f the round table. 

Peter. 

[ To Theodore, endeavouriny to yet the walkhiy~cane 
from him.\ Give me that. [2*o Leonard,] You keep 
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a civil tongue in your head. [To Tukudoue.] Give 
it me. [HoUliny the^ cane.\ V^ou know wh.it you 
promised. Give it up. [Tiikodojie resigns the cane to 
Peter and zoalks aicay to the fireplace where he stands 
mlth his back to the others. Peteii lays the cane upon 
the tenting table and thm tarns to Leona ii i>. | You 
ought to bo ahhame<l o’ yourself. ( Low&i'ing his r^y/cr.J 
You see the man’s labouiiri* uiulei' great CNCitomoiit. 

Leoxaud, 

[Sullenly.^ I dare s.iy a good many pco))^o in 
J.^ndon are labouring under excitement. 'Tkat’s no 
reason why they should have the run of my flat. 


Peter, 

tg.\ Will you oblige mo by siltin’ down and 
libt^eiiin’ to me for a moment ? 


Leonard. 

Jfny man who treats mo courteously ’ll be treatoti 
courteously in return. [Sitting in the chair on the left 
of iJie round table.^ 1 can d^ with you^ Peter. 

Peter. 

Can you ? Then you’ll be so kind as to drop 
addr«st>in’ me by my christian-naine. [Silting mUhe 
*chair at the wrdingdable, | Fen is 


Leonard. 

[Curling his lip.^ Yes, Mister Mottram ? 
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Peteh.^ 

Mrs. iilundell called upon her hu-slSand to-day — 
this afternoon, about three o’clock 

f 

liEONAllD. 

\ With cm assumption oj ease^l Oh ? Did she ? 

Peteii, 

And made a communication to him — a communica- 
tion o£ a very painful, very shockin’ character. \A 
jHtaseJl I piesooin you don’t require me— or Blundell 
— to enter into particklers ? 

/ 

Leoxard. 

[In a loio voice,] Oh, for heaven’s sake, no. 

Peter. 

We may take it, without goin’ further, that what 
Mrs. Blundell has stated is absolutely the truth ? 

u 

#4 Leonard. 

Absolutely. [^1 pause. Theodore moves from the 
fireplace to the hjtiumd window cmd stands there 
starimj at the pi'os})ect.\ One thing, though, she 
mayn’t have stated as clearly as she might 


What’s that? 


Peter 
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That she — that she’^ian injured woman — badly dealt 
with -by her husband, and worse by your Inunble ser- 
vant; and 


And- 


^ETEll. 


Leonard, 


^nd that both Blundell and 1 damn well deserve to^ 
[Theodore Leonard fieAeVy, 


^ Peter, 

\To Theodore.] Well ! Have you any objection to 
that ? 

[Theodore draws himself up, as if to r(>fort , 
then his body relaxes amf he drops into the 
chair on tfie left of the window, 

Peter, 

Leonard.] Now, then ! Attend to me. 


Leonaj^d, 

Yes? 

^ . Peter. 

Obviously it’s impossible, after what’s transpired, 
that Mr. and Mrs. Blundell should ever live together 
again. 

Leonard, 


.7 
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Pkter. 

T believe there vms an idea tlfat her hufibnnd should 
\io back to Lancaster (bite. [With a vave of iltek&nd,] 
Lilt we needn't discuss that. We’d hotter come at once 
to the object of this mootin'. ^ 

LEONAllPrf 

, Object ? 

Petkiu 

Tl; ‘ best methoil of providin' for the safety — and 
b.ipjniHM'^, wc hope — ot the unfortunate lady wh^’s 
gone and nuulo a bit ot a luiinge of her affairs. 

, Leonaud, 

\StHuJ \(}sl 

Pr.TER, 

\lh'1iheratoh/,\ Ferris Mrs. Llundell has giv« 7 \ h'^r 
husband to understand that, if existin' obstacles were 
reino\ ed — if she were a free woman, in point o^fact 
— you'd bo willin' to marry her. 

Leonard. 

She’s correct, 

Peter 

That you’re keen on it, 

I>r.ONAIlD, 

I iri//i a )i(nL\ Keen on it. 
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Good, yih'opping^l^is voiceJ\ We’re all tiled hero. 
Are you prepared to give IMuiidell your word of — 
of ? 

I 

Leoxari). 

Honour ? Can’t say it ? | Hotly, D’ye think that 
because a fellow’s done a scoundrelly act once in his 
life ! 

Peter. 

That’ll do — your vvoid of hohour. Tha^ bein’ so 
Illundell undei takes, on his part, not to oi>ik)so IMim. 

Blimdoirs action for divoice. On the contrai} 

\ tnrmn ( j , J,o Theodore.] Theo ? 

Theodore. 

H’m ? 

Peter. 

'Your word of honour? 

TH^bnoRE, 

\In a muffled voice.] My — word ol honour. 

Petek, • 

[To Theodore and Leonard, ehordy,] Thank’eo. 
And both of you empower me to — to go to Mrs. 

2oe ? [A pa^m, Peter tunia to Tdkodoiie] 

Eh? 
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Theodore. 


Yes. 

Peter. 

\To Leonard.] And you? [Leonard ia sifenL] 
What 8 the matter ? ' 

Leonard. 

[After a further 8lovjlyJ\ Look here. I don’t 

wf.nt either of you two men to suspect me of — of 
playing double 

'' Peter, 

Playing' double ! 

Leona rd. 

T tell you honestly — Mrs. Blundell — Mrs. "Blundell 
declines 

Peter, 

Declines ? 

Leonard. 

Yes ; she refuses [Theodore rises, 

\ 

Peter. 

[Also rising — to Theodore.] Sssh ! You keep out 
of it. [7b Leonard.] Ah, but you haven't seen Mrs. 
Blundell since — ? 

Theodore. 

[7b Peter prompting /»*/«.] Since she left me to 
day 
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Peter, 

^To Leonard.] Sifice she left her husband this after- 
oon — \A pau 8 et \ have you 1 

^Leonard. 

Y-yes ; I have. ^ 

Theodore. 

\To Peter,] Where ? 


Peter. 

« 

[^0 Leonard.] Where? [There is a fiirt1\»r silence, 
Theodore, 

[Umler hia breath,] What^s Uiis game, Peter? 
[Loudly,'] What’s this game ? 



Peter. 

him.] Don’t you interfere, [To Leon- 


Leonard, 


[Rising.] Mottram — ^s. Blundell called on me — 
about a quarter-of-an^ldur ago. W^ — we wore talking 
the matter over in this room when we heard Blundell 
kicking ip a riot in*the passage.] [Glaticing at the door 
on ^ right,] She — she’s here. [Thefi'e ia a movement 

' from Theodore.] Mottram, I depend on you » 

[Peter looks at Theodore t/;/40, in obedience 
to the look^ goes hack to the fireploKie, 
Leonard moves to the door on the right 
and thm turns. 
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Leonaiid. 

[Speaking across the room <o^^I,iiEOi)OttF ] Blundell, 
1 — IVe given you rny word of lionoiir — and — and I 
abide by Mrs. BliindeH’s decision [To Peteu, 
ing toT\\mi)(mf. | Mottrain, 1--I depeiul on you — 
llo opens the door and calls si/tly] Mrs. Blundell — 
There 'is no respimse.\ Mrs. Blundell 

' Tjieoooue. 

[Looking donut into the (p'ate.^ Call her ^5loe. 

I Laaghing again hoarsGlp.\ Why the devil don’t you 
call her 'Aon 

Lkonaiii). 

[Calling. \ Zoc — 

yStill obtaining no reply ^ he goes into the next 
room. TiiEouoHE cornea to Peteh. 


Theodore. 

[To Peter, I Some game up, hey? 


Pe'^'Er. 

Sash, sssh ! " " ' 

Tjieodore o <5/ 

What is it ? What tiick is she up to now, hey ? 

[Leoxard reappears. 

Leonard. 

[Standing in the doonoay^ bewildered ] I — I can’t 
make it out. 
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, Petkh. 

Wbat? 

Leonaiid. 

She — she’s not them. 

t 

TuEODimc, 

Ha ! Hooked it ? 

JiKON A UD. 

[LooAm^ towards the haJcony.^ Slie 111 list liavo^gone 
along the balcony without our noticing her, aiiil 
through the kitchen. [^I^ookhuj at Peter.] She must 
have done so. 

J^ETEK. 

Why? 

- Leonard. 

Yen know there's no other dooi 

[lie c 9 'osse 8 to the door on the left. he 
gets to it, it opens and Kideout presents 
himself 

lLD£ <^tl. 

[In an odd rowe,\ Sii 

Leonard. 

[To Kideout.] Has anybody passed through your 
kitchen } 

Rideout. 

N-uo, sir. 
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I^OXAUD. 

I A ft f'f a Hhurply\ Wj^t d^e wp.nt? 

IliDEor'ft 

'riipi o — thures been an accil/e^t, sir. 


, , IjKONARD 

Accident 

^ [At this Tjieodouj: and Peter 

thfiir htiUih towards tlw halconij as if they 
are I intent ay to some sounds reachv^ 
them from a distance, (tinny Leonard 
a fnyh’fened look\ RiOKOET wif\drav)S 
(/niclly. Leonard turns to 1'iieodore 
and Peter hi time to see them hnn'yiny 
on to the balcony throuyh the left-karul 
mndow He folloirs them as far as the 
irindoir, and recoils before tJmm ri^ the»i 
come hack into the room after look iny^orer 
the hahistrade. ' 


\Ntayye) iny to the, door on the left.] Oh, my God ; 
oh, luy God : oh, my God ^ • [He ^Isaiipears. 


Leonard. 

[7Vj Peter, shakiny a trembliny hand a^t<LhH.^ An 
accident! It's an accident! [(hmhiy to Peter, 
appead'inyhj.^ An accident ! 



— an 
Sho told 
time 
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Petek. 

at?cident-^^i%- [Grip/ung Leonards arm.] 
mo once it would be in the wititsr 
[l^hey go out together. 


THE END • 
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